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INTRODUCTION, 


BEGGAR.     PLATER, 

Beggar.'YY  Poverty  be  a  title  to  Poetry,  I  am 
X  fore  nobody  can  difpute  mine.  I  own 
myfelf  of  the  company  of  Beggars ;  and  I 
make  one  at  their  weekly  feftivals  at  St.  Giles's* 
I  have  a  fmall  yearly  Salary  for  my  Catches,  and 
am  welcome  to  a  dinner  there  whenever  I  pleafe  ; 
which  is  more  than  moft  Poets  can  fay. 

Player.  As  we  live  by  the  Mufes,  it  is  but  gra- 
titude inns  to  encourage  poetical  merit  when- 
ever we  find  it.  The  Mufes,  contrary  to  all  other 
ladies,  pay  no  diftin&ion  to  drefs,  and  never 
partially  miftake  the  pertnefs  of  embroidery  for 
wit,  nor  the  modefty  of  want  for  dulnefs.  Be 
the  author  who  he  will,  we  pu(h  his  Play  as  far 
as  it  will  go.  So  (though  you  are  in  want)  I 
wifh  you  fuccefs  heartily. 

Beggar.  This  piece,  I  own,  was  originally  writ 
for  the  celebrating  the  marriage  of  James  Chanter 
and  Moll  Lay,  two  moil  excellent  ballad-fingers. 
I  have  introduced  the  Similes  that  are  in  all  your 
celebrated  Operas :  The  Swallow,  the  Moth,  the 
Bee,  the  Ship,  the  Flower,  Sec.  Befides,  I  have 
a  Prifon  Scene,  which  the  ladies  always  reckon 
'charmingly  pathetick.  As  to  the  parts,  I  have 
obferved  fuch  a  nice  impartiality  to  our  two 
ladies,  that  it  is  impoflible  for  either  of  them 
A  4  to 


8       INTRODUCTION. 

to  take  offence.  I  hope  I  may  be  forgiven,  that 
I  have  not  made  my  Opera  throughout  unna- 
tural, like  thofe  in  vogue,  for  I  have  no  Reci- 
tative;  excepting  this,  as  I  have  confented  to 
have  neither  Prologue  nor  Epilogue,  it  muft 
Jbe  allow'd  an  Opera  in  all  its  forms.  The 
piece  indeed  hath  been  heretofore  frequently 
reprefented  by  ourfeives  in  our  great  room 
at  St.  Giles's;  fo  that  I  cannot  too  often  ac- 
knowledge your  chanty  in  bringing  it  now  on 
the  Stage, 

Player.  But  I  fee  it  is  time  for  us  to  withdraw  ; 
the  Aflors  are  preparing  to  begin.  Play  away 
the  Overture.  [Exeunt* 
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THE 


BEGGAR'S   OPERA. 


ACT      h 

SCENE     Peachum's  Houfe. 

Vcachum  fitting  at  a  "Table,  with  a  large  Book  of  Accounts 
before  him* 

AIR     I.     An  old  v/oman  cloathed  in  gray. 


Wt 


^^^m 


^^fepi 


cjr'tlROUGH  all  the  employments  of  life 

Each  neighbour  abafes  Iris  brother ; 
Whore  ,  nd  Rogtu  they  call  Hujband  and  Wife  ; 

All  profeffions  be-rogue  one  another. 
The  Priefl  calls  the  Lawyer  a  cheat, 
cJhe  Lawyer  be-knaves  the  Divine; 
Jnd  the  Siatefman,  becaufe  he's  fo   great, 
Thinks  hi:  trade  as  honejt  as  mine. 

tt  A  Lawvcr 


18  THE  BEGGAR'S  OPERA.       Aft   I. 

A  Lawyer  is  an  honed  employment  ;  fo  is  mine.  Like 
me  too  he  acls  in  a  double  capacity,  both  againft  Rogues 
and  for  them  ;  for  it  is  but  fitting  that  we  mould 
proted;  and  encourage  Cheats,  fince  we  live  by  them. 

Enter     FILCH. 

Pilch.  Sir,  black  Moll  hath  fent  word  her  trial  comes 
on  in  the  afternoon,  and  me  hopes  you  will  order  matters 
fo  as  to  brine;  her  off. 

Peach.  Why  fhe  may  plead  her  belly  at  worft  ;  to 
my  knowledge  (he  hath  taken  care  of  that  fecurity.  But 
as  the  wench  is  very  aclive  and  induflrious,  you  may 
iatisfy  her  that  I  will  foften   the  evidence. 

Filch,  Torn  Gagg,  Sir,  is  found  guilty. 

Peach.  A  lazy  dog  1  When  I  took  him  the  time  be- 
fore, I  told  him  what  he  would  come  to  if  he  did  not 
mend  his  hand.  This  is  Death  without  reprieve.  I 
may  venture  to  book  him.  [writes"]  For  icm  Gagg9 
forty  pounds.  Let  Betty  Sly  know  that  I  will  fave  her 
from  Traniportation,  for  I  can  get  more  by  her  flaying 
in  Pngland. 

Filch.  Betty  hath  brought  more  goods  into  our  Lock 
to-year  than  any  five  of  the  gang  •,  and  in  truth,  it  is  a 
pity  to  lofe  fo  good  a  curlomer. 

Peach.  If  none  of  the  gang  take  her  oft,  fhe  may, 
in  the  common  courfe  of  buiineis,  live  a  twelve- month 
longer.  I  love  to  let  women  fcape.  A  good  fportfman 
always  lets  the  Ken- Partridges  fly,  becanie  the  breed  of 
the  game  depends  upon  them.  Beiides,  he<-e  the  Law 
allows  us  no  reward  •,  there  is  nothing  to  be  got  by  the 
death  of  women except  our  wives. 

Filch.  Without  difpute,  fhe  is  a  fine  woman  !  It  was 
to  her  I  was  obliged  for  my  education,  and  (to  fay  a 
bold  word)  fhe  hath  trained  more  young  fellows  to 
the  hafinefs  than  the  Gaming-table. 

Peach.  Truly,  Filch,  thy  obfervation  is  right.  We 
and  the  Surgeons  are  more  beholding  to  women  than 
all  the  profeffions  befides. 

AIR 
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A  I  R  II.  The  bonny  gfay-ey'd  morn,  &c. 
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Filch.  9Tis  woman  that  f educes  all  mankind, 

Bv  her  we  firft  were  taught  the  wheedling  arts: 
Her  very  eyes  can  cheat-,  when  moft Jhfs  kind, 

She  tricks  us  of  cur  momey  with  our  hearty. 
For  her,  like  Wolves  by  night  we  roam  for  prey9 

And  praciife  every  fraud  to  bribe  her  charms  % 
For  ftiits  of  love,  like  law,  are  won  by  pay, 

And  Beauty  muft  be  feed  into  cur  arms. 

Peach.  But  make  ha  Me  to  Newgate,  boy,  and  let  my 
friends  know  what  I  intend;  for  I  love  to  make  them 
eafv  one  way  or  other. 

Filch.  When  a  gentleman  is  long  kept  in  fufpence, 
penitence  may  break  his  Ipirit  ever  after.  Befides,  cer- 
tainty gives  a  man  a  good  air  upon  his  trial,  and  mikes 
him  rifque  another  without  fear  or  fcruple.  But  Til 
away,  for  it  is  a  pleafure  to  be  the  meat  nger  of  comfort 
to  friends   in  affliction.  [Exit* 

Peach.  But  it  is  now  high  time  to  look  about  me  for 
a  decent  Execution  againil  next  §e$bns.  I  hate  a  lazy 
rogue,  by  whom  one  can  get  nothing '  ill  he  is  hanged. 
A  rcgifter  of  the  Gang,  [reading.']  Crook-fingered  Jack* 
A  year  and  a  half  in  the  fervice  :  Let  me  fee  how  much 
B  2  the 
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lhe  (lock  owes  to  his  induftry ;  one,  two,  three,  four, 
five  gold  watches,  and  feven  filver  ones.  A  mighty 
clean-handed  fellow!  fixteen  Snuff-boxes,  five  of  them 
of  true  gold.  Six  dozen  of  Handkerchiefs,  four  filver- 
hilted  Swords,  half  a  dozen  of  Shirts,  three  Tye-perri- 
wigs,  and  a  piece  of  Broad  Cloth.  Conlidering  thefe  are 
only  the  fruits  of  his  le^fure  hours,  I  do  not  know  a 
prettier  fellow,  for  no  man  alive  hath  a  more  engaging 
prefence  of  mind  upon  the  road.  Wat  Dreary,  alias 
Brown  With  an  irregular  dog,  who  hath  an  underhand 
way  of  difpofing  of  his  goods.  I  will  try  him  only  for  a 
SefTions  or  two  longer  upon  his  good  behaviour.  Harry 
Badirgton,  a  poor  petty-larceny  rafcal,  without  the  lean; 
genius  •,  that  fellow,  though  he  were  to  live  thefe  fix 
months,  will  never  come  to  the  gallows  with  any  credit. 
Slippery  Sam  \  he  goes  off  the  next  SefTions,  for  the 
villain  hath  the  impudence  to  have  views  of  following 
his  trade  as  a  Taylor,  which  he  calls  an  honeft  employ- 
ment. Mat  of  the  Mint  •,  lifted  not  above  a  month  ago, 
a  promifmg  flurdy  fellow,  and  diligent  in  his  way  *, 
ibmewhat  too  bold  and  hafty,  and  may  raife  good  con- 
tributions on  the  public,  if  he  does  not  cut  himfelf 
fhort  by  murder.  Tom  Tipple,  a  guzzling  foaking  lot, 
who  is  always  too  drunk  to  (land  himfelf,  or  to  make 
others  fland.  A  cart  is  abfolutely  necelfary  for  him. 
Robin  of  BrgjJoot^  alias  Gcrgcn,  alias  Bluff  Bob,  alias 
Carbuncle,  alias  Bob  Booty. 

Enter  Mrs.     BE  AC  HUM. 

Mrs.  Beach.  What  of  Bob  Booty,  husband?  I  hope 
nothing  bad  hath  betided  him.  You  know,  my  dear, 
he  is  a  favourite  cutlomer  of  mine.  It  was  he  made  me 
a  prefent  of  this  ring. 

Beach.  I  have  (a  his  name  down  in  the  black  lilt, 
that  is  all,  my  dear  :  he  fpends  his  life  among  women, 
and  as  foon  as  his  money  is  gone,  one  or  other  of  the 
ladies  will  hang  him  for  the  reward,  and  there  is  forty 
pound  loll  to  us  for-ever. 

i  Mrs.  Beach. 
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Mrs.  Peach.  You  know,  my  dear,  I  never  meddle  in 
matters  of  Death  ;  I  always  leave  thofe  affairs  to  yon. 
Women  indeed  are  bitter  bad  judges  in  thefe  cafes,  for 
they  are  fo  partial  to  the  brave,  that  they  think  every 
man  hancUbme  who  is  going  to  the  Camp  or  the  Gallows. 

AIR     III.     Cold  and   raw,  &c. 
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If  any  wench  Venus's  girdle  wear, 

Though  fhe  be  never  fo  ugly, 
Lilies  and  rofes  will  quickly  appear, 

And  her  face  look  wondrous  fmuggly. 
Beneath  the  left  ear  fo  fit  but  a  cord, 

(A  rope  fo  charming  a  Zone  is  ! ) 
The  youth  in  his  cart  hath  the  air  of  a  lord. 

And  we  cry,  There  dies  an  Adonis ! 

But  really,  hufband,  you  fhouid  not  be  too  hard-hearted, 
for  you  never  had  a  finer,  braver  let  of  men  than  at 
prelent.  We  ha\re  net  had  a  murder,  among  them 
all,  thefe  kven  months.  And  truly,  my  dear,  that  is 
a  great  bit  fling. 

Peach.  What  a  dickens  is  the  woman  always  a  whim- 
pering about  murder  for  ?  No  gentleman  is  ever  looked 
upon  the  worfe  for  killing  a  man  in  his  own  defence; 
and  if  bufinefs  cannot  be  carried  on  without  it,  what 
would  you  have  a  gentleman  do  I 

Mrs.  Peach.  If  I  am  in  the  wrong,  my.  dear,  you 
mult  excufe  me,  for  nobody  can  help  the  frailty  of  an 
over-fcrupulous  Conference, 

B  3  Peach. 
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Peach,  Murder  is  as  fafhionable  a  crime  as  a  man 
can  he  guilty  of.  How  many  fine  gentlemen  have  we 
in  Newgate  every  year,  purely  upon  that  article?  if 
they  have  wherewithal  to  perfua'de  the  Jury  to  bring  it 
in  manflaughter,  what  are  they  the  worfe  for  it?  So, 
my  dear,  have  done  upon  this  iubjedt.  Was  captain 
Macheath  here  this  morning,  tur  the  bank-notes  he  lefc 
with  you  la  ft  week  ? 

Mrs.  Teach  Yes,  my  dear;  and  though  the  Bank 
hath  ftopt  payment,  he  was  fo  cheerful  and  fo  agreeable  ! 
Sure  there  is  not  a  finer  gentleman  upon  the  road  than 
the  Captain  !  If  he  comes  from  Bag/hot  at  any  reasonable 
hour,  he  hath  promifed  to  make  one  this  evening  with 
Tolly,  and  me,  and  Bob  Booty,  at  a  party  of  Quadrille. 
Pray,   my  dear,  is   the  Captain  rich  ? 

Peach.  TheCaptuin  keeps  too  good  company  ever  to 
grow  rich.  Marybone  and  the  Chocolate  houfes  are  his 
undoing.  The  nan  that  propofes  to  get  money,  by 
play  fheuld  have  the  education  ot  a  fine  gentleman,  and 
be  trained  up  to  it  from  his  youth. 

r'each.  Really,  I  am  forry  upon  Polly's  account 
ti  e  Captain  hath  not  more  difcretipn.  What  bufinefs 
hath  he  to  keep  company  with  lords  and  gentlemen  ? 
he  fi»ouId  leave  them   to  prey  upon  one  another. 

Beach.  Upon  Polly's  account !  What  a  plague  does 
the  woman  mean? — Upon  Pollys  account! 

Mrs.  Peach.  Captain  Macheath  is  very  fond  of  the  girl. 

Peach.  And  what  then  ? 

Mrs.  Peach.  If  I  have  any  {kill  in  the  ways  of  women, 
I   am   fare  Polly  thinks  him  a  very  pretty  man. 

Peach.  And  what  then?  you  would  not  be  fo  mad 
to  have  the  wench  marry  him  !  Gamefters  and  high- 
waymen pre  gcnerp/lly  very  good  to  their  whores,  but 
they  are  very  devils  10  r heir   wives. 

fyirs.  Peach.  But  if  Polly  fhould  be  in  love,  how 
fheuld  we  help  her,  or  hovy  can  the  help  herfelr? 
1  ccr  Girl,  I  am  in  the  tumult  concern  about  her. 


AIR 
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AIR     IV.  Why  is  your  faithful  (lave  dffdaih'd  ? 


If  love  the  virgin's  heart  invade, 
How,  like  a  Moth,  the  Jimple  maid 

Still  plays  about  the  flame  ! 
If  foon  fie  be  not  made  a  wife, 
Her  honour  s  fingd,  and  then  for  life 

She's  what  I  dare  not  name. 

Peach.  Look  ye,  wife.  A  handfome  wench  in  our 
way  of  bufinefs  is  as  profitable  as  at  the  bar  of  a  Temple 
cofTee-houfe,  who  looks  upon  it  as  her  livelihood  to 
grant  every  liberty  but  one.  You  fee  I  would  indulge 
the  girl  as  far  as  prudently  we  can.  In  any  thing,  but 
marriage  !  after  that,  my  dear,  how  mall  we  be  fate  ? 
are  we  not  then  in  her  huiband's  power  ?  for  a  hufband 
hath  the  abfolute  power  over  all  a  wife's  fecrets  but  her 
own.  If  the  girl  had  the  difcretion  of  a  court  lady,  who 
can  have  a  dozen  young  fellows  at  her  ear  without  com- 
plying with  one,  I  ffiould  not  matter  it  -,  but  Polly  is 
tinder,  and  a  fpark  will  at  once  let  her  on  a  flame.  M  ir- 
ried !  If  the  wench  does  not  know  her  own  profit,  fure  Cnc 
knows  her  own  pleafure  better  than  to  make  herfelf  a 
property!  My  daughter  to  me  mould  be,  like  a  court 
lady  to  a  minifter  of  ftate,  a  key  to  the  whole  gang. 
Married  !  If  the  affair  is  not  already  done,  I  will  ter- 
rify her  from  it,  by  the  example  of  our  neighbours. 

Mrs.  Peach.   May-hap,  my  dear,  you  may  injure  the 
girl.     She   ioves  to  imitate  the  fine  ladies,  and  (he  may 
only  allow  the  Captain  liberties  in  the  view  of  intereft. 
B  4  l^each. 
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Peach.  Bur  it  is  vour  duty,  my  dear,  to  warn  the 
g'rl  againft  her  ruin,  an  J  to  inftrudr.  her  how  to  make 
the  rnoit  of  her  beauty.  I  will  go  to  her  this  moment, 
and  firt  her.  In  the  mean  time,  wife,  rip  out  the 
coronets  and  marks  of  theie  dozen  of  cambric  hand- 
kerchiefs, for  I  can  difpofe  of  them  this  afternoon  to  a 
chap  in  the  city.  [Exit 

Mrs.  Peach.  Never  was  a  man  more  out  of  the  way  in 
an  argument  than  my  hufband!  Why  muft  our  Polly, 
forfooth,  differ  from  her  fex,  and  love  only  her  hufband? 
And  why  mult  Polly's  marriage,  contrary  to  all  obfer- 
vation,  make  her  the  lefs  followed  by  other  men  ?  All 
men  are  thieves  in  love,  and  like  a  woman  the  better 
for  being  another's  property. 

AIR     V.  Of  all  the  fimple  things  we  do,  &fc. 
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A  Maid  is  like  the  golden  ere, 

V/hich  hath  guineas  intrinfical  itfty 
Whofe  worth  is  never  known,  before 

It  is  trfd  and  impreji  in  the  mint. 
A  Wife's  like  a  guinea  in  gold, 

Stampt  with  the   name  of  her  fpoufe ; 
Nowhere,  now  there  3  is  bought,  or  h  fold  \ 

And  is  current  in  every  hcufe. 

Enter     FILCH. 

Come  hither,  Filch.  I  am  as  fond  of  this  child,  as 
though  my  mind  mifgave  me  he  were  my  own.  He  hath 
as  fine  a  hand  at   picking  a  pocket  as  a  woman,  and 


Ad  I.      THE  BEGGAR'S  OPERA.  25 

is  as  nimble- fingered  as  a  juggler.  If  an  unlucky  fefPon 
does  not  cut  the  rope  of  thy  lire,  I  pronounce,  boy,  thou 
wilt  be  a  great  man  in  hiftory.  Where  was  your  pofl: 
laft  night,   my  boy  ? 

Filch,  I  plycd  at  the  Opera,  madam  ;  and,  confidering 
it  was  neither  dark  nor  rainy,  fo  that  there  was  no  great 
hurry  in  getting  chairs  and  coaches,  made  a  tolerable 
hand  of  ic.     Theie  ftven    handkerchiefs,  madam. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Coloured  ones,  I  fee.  They  are  of  fure 
fale,  from  our  warehoufe  at  Redriff,  among  the  iea-men. 

Filch.  And  this  fnuff  box. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Set  in  gold  !  A  pretty  encouragement 
this   to    a   young  beginner. 

Filch.  I  had  a  fair  tug  at  a  charming  gold  watch. 
Pox  take  the  Taylors  for  making  the  fobs  fo  deep  and 
narrow !  It  (tuck  by  the  way,  and  I  was  forced  to  make 
my  efcape  under  a  coach.  Really,  madam,  I  fear  I 
fhall  be  cut  off  in  the  flower  of  my  youth,  fo  that  every 
now  and  then  (fince  I  was  pumpt)  1  have  thoughts  of 
taking  up  and  going  to  Sea. 

Mrs.  Peach.  You  fhould  go  to  Hockley  in  the  hole, 
and  to  Mary  bone,  child,  to  learn  valour.  Thefe  are 
the  fchools  that  have  bred  fo  many  brave  men.  I 
thought,  boy,  by  this  time,  thou  hadit  Jolt  fear  as 
well  as  fhame.  Poor  lad!  how  little  does  he  know 
as  yet  of  the  Old- Bailey!  For  the  firft  faft  I  will 
enfure  thee  from  being  hang'd  ;  and  going  to  Sea.  Filch, 
will  come  time  enough  upon  a  fentence  of  tranfporta- 
tion.  But  now,  finceyou  have  nothing  better  to  do, 
even  go  to  your  book,  and  learn  your  catechilm  ;  for 
really  a  man  makes  but  an  ill  figure  in  the  Ordinary's 
paper,  who  cannot  give  a  fatisfactory  anfwer  to  his 
queftions.  But,  hark  you,  my  lad.  Do  not  tell  me  a 
lye;  for  you  know  I  hate  a  lyar.  Do  you  know  of 
any  thing  that  hath  pad  between  Captain '  Macheath  and 
our  Polly? 

Filch.  I  beg  you,  Madam,  do  not  alk  me  ;  for  I 
muft  either  tell  a  lye  to  you  or  to  Mils  Polly  \  for  I 
promifcd  her  I  would  not  tell, 

Mrs.  Peach. 


Mrs.  Peach, 
concerned 
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But  when  the  honour  of  our   family  is 


Filch.  I  mall  lead  a  fad  life  with  Mifs  Polly,  if  ever 
fhecomes  to  know  that  I  told  you.  Befides,  I  would 
not  willingly  forfeit  my  own  honour  by  betraying  any 
body. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Yonder  comes  my  hufband  and  Polly. 
Come,  Filch,  you  (ball  go  with  me  into  my  own  room, 
and  tell  me  the  whole  ftory.  I  will  give  thee  a  glafs  of 
a  mod  delicious  cordial  that  I  keep  for  my  own  drink- 
ing. [Exeunt. 
Enter    PEACHUM    and    POLLY. 

Polly.  I  know  as  well  as  any  of  the  fine  ladies  how 
to  make  the  mo  ft  of  myfelf  and  of  my  man  too.  A 
woman  knows  how  to  be  mercenary,  though  fhe  hath 
never  been  in  a  court  or  at  an  aflembly.  We  have  it 
in  our  natures,  papa.  If  I  allow  captain  Macheath 
fome  trifling  liberties,  I  have  this  watch  and  other 
vifible  marks  of  his  favour  to  Ihow  for  it.  A  girl 
who  cannot  grant  fome  things,  and  refufe  what  is  mofr 
material,  will  make  but  a  poor  hand  of  her  beauty,  and 
foon  be  thrown  upon  the  common. 

AIR  VI.  What  (hall  I  do  to  (how  how  much  I  love  her? 
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Virgins  are  like  the  fair  flower  in  its  Iv.fire, 
Which  in  the  garden  enamels  the  ground ; 

Near  it  the  Bees  in  play  flutter  and  clufter, 
And  gaudy  Butterflies  froiick  around. 
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But,  when  once  pluck' d,  'tis  no  longer  alluring, 
To  Covent  Garden  Uisjent,  (as yet  fweet,) 

There  fades,  and  /brinks,  and  grows  paft  all  enduring, 
Rots,  /links,  and  dies,  and  is  trod  under  feet. 

Peach.  You  know,  Folly,  I  am  not  againft  your 
toying  and  trifling  with  a  cuilomer  in  the  way  of  bu- 
finefs,  or  to  get  out  a  i'ecret,  or  lb.  But,  if  I  find  out 
that  you  have  played  the  fool  and  are  married,  you 
jade  you,  I  will  cut  your  throat,  huffy.  Now  you 
know  my  mind. 

Enter  Mrs.    P  E  A  C  U  U  M. 

AIR     VII,     Oh,  London  is  a  fine  town, 

Mrs.  Peachum,  [in  a  very  great  pc/Jion], 


Our  Polly  is  a/adfutt !  nor  heeds  what  we  have  taught  her. 

I  wonder  any  man  alive  will  ever  rear  a  daughter ! 

For  foe  muft  have  both  hoods  and  gowns,  and  hoops  to  /well 

her  pride, 
Withfcarfs  end  flays,  and  gloves  and  lace  -,  and  floe' 11  have 

men  befide  \ 
And  when /he's  dreft  with  care  and  cofl,  all- tempting,  fine, 

and  gay, 
As  men  fhouldferve  a  Cucumber,  foe  flings  herfelfaway. 

You  baggage!  you  huffy  !  you  inconfiderate  jade  !  had 
you  been  hanged,  it  would  not  have  vexed  me,  for  that 
might  have  been  your  misfortune ;  but  to  do  fuch  a 
.mad  thing  by  ch  ice  '  1  he  wench  is  married,  hufband. 
Peach.  Married!  The  Captain  is  a  hold  man,  and 
will  riique  any  thing  for  money;  to  be  iurehe  believes 

her 
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her  a  fortune.  Do  vou  chink  your  mother  and  I  fhould 
have  lived  comfortably  fo  lojng  together,  if  ever  we  had 
been  married  ?   Baggage  ! 

NJjf£.  Peach.  I  knew  me  was  always  a  proud  flutj 
and  now  the  wench  hath  played  the  fool  and  married, 
becaufe  forlboth  (lie  would  do  like  the  Gentry.  Can 
yen  fupport  the  expence  of  a  husband,  huffy,  in  gaming, 
drinking,  and  whoring?  have  you  money  enough  to 
carry  on  Vnt  daily  quarrels  of  man  and  wife,  about  who 
Jball  fquander  moil?  There  are  not  many  hufbands 
and  wives,  who  can  bear  the  charges  of  plaguing  one 
another  in  a  handibme  way.  If  you  mnfl  be  married, 
could  you  introduce  nobody  into  our  family  but  a  high- 
wayman ?  Why,  thou  foolifh  jade,  thou  wilt  be  as  ill 
ttfed,  and  as  much  neglected,  as  if  thou  hadft  married 
a  Lord  ! 

Peach.  Let  not  your  anger,  my  dear,  break  through 
the  rales  of  decency,  for  the  Captain  looks  upon  himfelf 
in  the  military  capacity  as  a  gentleman  by  his  pro- 
feffion.  Be  fides  what  he  hath  already,  I  know  he  is  in 
a  fair  way  of  getting,  or  of  dying  •,  and  both  thefe  ways, 
let  me  teli  you,  are  moil  excellent  chances  for  a  wife. 
Tell  me,  huffy,  are  you  ruined  or  nor 

Mrs.  Peach.  With  Polly's  fortune,  (he  might  very 
well  have  gone  off  to  a  perfon  of  diftincxion.  Yes,  that 
you  might,  you  pouting  flut ! 

Peach.  What  is  the  wench  dumb?  Speak,  or  I  will 
make  you  plead  by  fqueezing  out  an  aniwer  from  you. 
Are  you  really  bound  wife  to  him,  or  are  you  only 
up  o  n  1  i  k  i  n  g  ?  [  Pin  ches  her. 

Pclly.  Oh  !  [Screaming* 

Mrs.  Peach.  How  the  mother  is  to  be  pitied  who  hath 
handfeme  daughters!  Locks,  bolts,  bars,  and  lectures 
of  morality,  are  nothing  to  them  :  they  break  through 
them  all.  They  have  as  much  pleaiure  in  cheating  a 
father  and  mother,  as  in   cheating  at  cards. 

Peach.  Why,  Polly,  I  ihall  loon  know  if  you  are 
married,  by  Macheaih's  keeping  from  our  houfe. 

A  I  R 
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A  I  R     VIII.  Grim  King  of  the  Ghofls,  m&c 
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Polly.     Can  Love  be  tontroU'd  by   advice  ? 

Will  Cupid  our  mothers  obey  ? 
Though  my  heart  were  as  frozen  as  Ice, 

At  his  flame  'twould  have  melted  away* 
When  he  kijl  me,fo  clojely  he  prefix 

'Tzvas  fofweet  that  Imufi  have  comply' d: 
So  I  thought  it  both  fafeft  and  bcft 

To  marry,  for  fear  you  JJjould  chide. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Then  all  the  hopes  of  our  family  are 
gone  for  ever  and  ever  ! 

Peach.  And  Muheath  may  hang  his  father  and 
mother-in-law,  in  hopes  to  get  into  their  daughter's 
fortune. 

Polly.  I  did  not  marry  him  (as  it  is  the  fafhion)  cooly 
and  deliberately  for  honour  or  money.  But,  I  love  him. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Love  him  !  worfe  and  worfe  !  I  thought 
the  girl  had  been  better  bred.  O  husband,  husband  ! 
her  tolly  makes  me  mad!  my  head  fwims ;  I  am 
diitraded  !   I  cannot  fupport  myfclf—  Oil !  (  Faints. 

Peach.  See,  wench,  to  what  a  condition  you  have 
reduced  your  poor  mother  1  a  glafs  of  cardial  this  in- 
fianc  !     How  the  poor  woman  "takes  it  to  heart  I 

[Polly  goes  out,  and  returns  with  it. 
Ah,  huffy,  now  this  :s  the  only  comfort  your  mother 
has  left! 

Polly.  Give  her  another  glafs,  Sir;  my  Mama  drinks 
double  the  quantity  whenever  me  is  out  of  order.  This, 
you  ice,  fetches  her.  M^! 


So  THE  BEGGAR'S  OPERA.      Ad  L 

Mrs.  Peach.  The  girl  (hows  fuch  a  readinefs,  and  fo 
much  concern,  that  I  could  almoft  find  in  my  heart  to 
forgive  her. 

AIR     IX.  O  Jenny,  O  Jenny,  where  haft  thou  been. 
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O  Polly,* you  might  have  toy'dand  kifl. 
By  keeping  men  off,  you  keep  them  on* 
Polly.         But  he  fo  teazd  me, 
And  he  fo  pleas' 'd  me, 
What  I  did,  you  mufi  have  done. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Not  with  a  highway- man — you  forry 
flut! 

Peach.  A  word  with  you,  wife.  It  is  no  new  thing 
for  a  wench  to  take  man  [without  confent  of  Parents. 
You  know  it  is  the  frailty  of  woman,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Yes,  indeed,  the  fex  is  fail.  But  the 
firft  time  a  woman  is  frail,  fhe  fhocld  befomcwhat  nice 
methinks,  for  then  or  never  is  the  time  to  make  her 
fortune.  After  that,  (he  hath  nothing  to  do  but  to 
guard  herfelf  from  being  found  out,  and  fhe  may  do 
what  fhe  pleafes. 

Peach.  Make  yourfelf  a  little  eafy  ;  I  have  a  thought, 
fliall  foon  fet  all  matters  again  to  rights.  Why  fo 
melancholy,  Polly?  fincc  what  is  done  cannot  be  un- 
done, we  mull  all  endeavour  to  make  the  bed  of  it. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Well,  Polly,  as  far  as  one  woman  can 
forgive  another,  I  forgive  thee.— Your  father  is  too 
fond  of  yon,  huffy. 

Polly.  Then  all  my  forrows  are  at  an'  end. 

Mrs.  Peach.  A  mighty  likely  fpeech  in  troth,  for  a 
wench  who  is  juft  married  ! 

AIR 


Aft  I.     THE  BEGGAR'S  OPERA.  3i 

AIR     X.  fbomes,  I  cannot,  &c. 
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Polly.       7",  like  a  jhip  in  fionns,  was  toft  -, 
Tet  afraid  to  put  in  to  Land  ; 
For,  feiz'd  in  the  port,  the  vejjeTs  lcjf7 
tyhofe  treafure  is  contraband. 

The  waves  are  laid, 

My  duty's  paid. 
O  joy  beyond  expreffion  ! 

Thus  fafe  a-Jhcre, 

I  a/k  no    more, 
My  all  is  in  my  pojfejfion. 

Peach,  I  hear  cuftomers  in  the  other  room ;  go  talk 
with    them,  Polly  •,   but  come  to   us  again,   as   foon    as 

they  are  gone. But,  heark    ye,  child,   if  it   is  the 

gentleman  who  was  here  yefterday  about  the  repeating- 
watch  ;  fay,  you  believe  we  cannot  get  intelligence  of 
it  till  to-morrow.  For  I  lent  it  to  Suky  Straddle,  to 
make  a  figure  with  it  to-night  at  a  tavern  in  Drury-La;;e. 
If  the  other  gentleman  calls  for  the  filver-hilted  fword; 
you  know  beetle-browed  Jemmy  hath  it  on,  -and  he  doth 
not  come  from  Tunbridge  till  Tuejday  night;  fo  that  it 
cannot  be  had  till  then.  [Exit  Polk. 

Peach.  Dear  wife,  be  a  little  pacified.  Do  not  lee 
your  paffion  run  away  with  your  fenfes,  Polly,  I  grace 
you,  hath  done  a  rafh  thing. 

Mrs.  Peach.  If  me  had  hnd  only  an  intrigue  with 
the  fellow,  why  the  very  bed  families  have  excuied  and 
huddled  up  a  frailty  of  that  fort.  It  is  marriage,  husband, 
that  makes  it  a  blcmifh. 

Peach. 
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Peach.  But  money,  wife,  is  the  true  fuller's-earth 
for  reputations  :  there  is  not  a  fpot  or  a  (lain  but  what 
it  can  take  out.  A  rich  rogue  now-adavs  is  fit  com- 
pany for  any  gentleman  ;  and  the  world,  my  dear,  hath 
not  fuch  a  contempt  for  ropuery  as  you  imagine.  I 
tell  you*  wiifej  I  can  make  this  match  turn  to  our  ad- 
vantage. 

Mrs.  Peach.  I  air)  very  fenfible,  husband,  that  captain 
Macheath  is  worth  money,  but  I  am  in  doubt  whether 
he  hath  not  two  or  three  wives  already,  and  then,  if  he 
fhould  die  in  a  Seffion  or  two,  Polly's  dower  would, 
come  into  difpute. 

Peach.  Thar,  indeed,  is  a  point  which  ought  to  be 
confidered. 


A  I  R     XI.    A  Soldier  and  a   Sailor. 
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A  Fox  may  Jieal  your  hens,  Sir, 
A  whore  ymr  health  and  perc\  67r, 
Tour  daughter  rob  your  cheft,  Sir, 
Tour  wife  may  fteal your  reft,  Sir, 

A  thief  your  goods  and  plate. 
But  this  is  all  but  picking, 
With  reft,  pence,  cheft,  and  chicken  \ 
It  ever  was  decreed,  Sir, 
If  Lawyer's  loand  is  feed,  Sir, 

He  Jieals  your  whole  eft  ate* 


The 
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The  Lawyers  are  bitter  enemies  to  thofe  in  our  way 4 
They  do  not  care  that  any  body  fhbuld  get  a  clan* 
deftlne  livelihood  but  thcmfelves. 


Enter     POLLY. 

Polly.  It  was  only  Nimming  Ned.  He  brought  in 
a  damafk  window  curtain,  a  hoop-petticoat,  a  pair  of 
fijver  candlefticks^  a  perriwig,  and  one  filk  ftockingj 
from  the  fire  that  happened  lail  night. 

Peach.  There  is  not  a  fellow  that  is  cleverer  in  his 
Way,  and  faves  more  goods  out  of  xhe  fire  than  Ned. 
But  now,  Polly,  to  your  affair ;  for  matters  muft  not 
be  left,  as  they  are*     You  are  married  theny  it  feems  ? 

Polly.    Yes,  Sir. 

Peach.  And  how  do  you  propofe  to  live,  child  ? 

Polly.  Like  other  women,  Sir,  upon  the  induflry  of 
my  hufband.  .  * 

Mrs.  Peach.  What,  is  the  wench  turned  fool  ?  A 
highway-man's  wife,  like  a  foldier*s,  hath  as  little  of  his 
pay  as  of  his  company. 

Peach.  And  had  not  ^oii  the  common  views  of  a 
gentlewoman  in  your  marriage,  Polly? 

Polly.  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean,  Sir. 

Peach.  Of  a  jointure,  and  of  being  a  widow.- 

Polly.  But  I  love  him,  Sir  ;  how  then  could  1  have 
thoughts  of  parting  with  him  ? 

Peach.  Parting  with  him !  Why,  that  is  the  whole 
fcheme  and  intention  of  all  Marriage  articles.  The 
comfortable  eftate  of  widowhood  is  the  only  hope  that 
keeps  up  a  wife's  fpirits.  Where  is  the  woman  who 
would  fcrupk  to  be  a  wife,  if  fhe  had  it  in  her  poweF  to 
be  a  widow  whenever  fhe  pleaied  ?  If  you  have  any 
views  of  this  fort,  Polly,  I  lhall  think  the  match  not  fo 
Very  unreafonable. 

Polly.  How  I  dread  to  hear  your  advice  I  Yet  1  muft 
beg  you  to  explain  yourkif. 

C  Peach. 
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Peach.  Secure  what  he  hath  got,  have  him  'peached 
the  next  Sefiions,  and  then  at  once  you  are  made  a  rich 
widow. 

Polly.  What,  murder  the  man  I  love!  The  blood 
runs  cold  at  my  heart  with  the  very  thought  of  it. 

Peach.  Fye,  Polly!  What  hath  murder  to  do  in  the 
affair  I  Since  the  thing  fooner  or  later  mud  happen,  I 
dare  fay  the  Captain  himfelf  would  like  that  we  mould 
get  the  reward  for  his  death  fooner  than  a  ftranger. 
Why,  Polly,  the  Captain  knows,  that  as  it  is  his  em- 
ployment to  rob,  fo  it  is  ours  to  take  Robbers  ;  every 
man  in  his  bufinefs.  So  that  there  is  no  malice  in 
the  cafe. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Ay,  husband,  now  you  have  nicked 
the  matter.  To  have  him  'peached  is  the  only  thing 
could  ever  make  me  forgive  her. 

AIR    XII.   Now  ponder  well,  ye  parents  dear. 
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Polly.     Oh,  ponder  well  I  be  not  fever e\ 
So  fave  a  wretched  wife ! 
For  on  the  rope   that  hangs  my   dear 
Depends  poor  Polly's  life. 

Mrs.  Peach.  But  your  duty  to  your  Parents,  huffy, 
obliges  you  to  hang  him.  What  would  many  a  wife 
give  for  fuch  an  opportunity  ! 

Polly.  What  is  a  jointure,  what  is  widow-hood,  to  me  ? 
I  know  my  heart.     I  cannot  furvive  him. 


AI 
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AIR    XIII*     Le  printemps  rappelk  aux  armes. 


The  Turtle  thus  with  plaintive  crying, 

Her  lover  dying. 
The  Turtle  thus  with  plaintive  crying 

Laments  her  Dove. 
Down  Jhe  drops,  quite  [pent  with  fighing% 

Taifd  in  death,  as  paired  in  love. 

Thus,  Sir,  it  will  happen  to  your  poor  Tolly. 

Mrs.  Teach.  What  is  the  fool  in  love  in  earned 
then  ?  I  hate  thee  for  being  particular :  Why,  wench, 
thou   art  a  fhame  to  thy  very  Sex. 

Tolly.  But  hear  me,  mother.- If  you  ever  loved — 

Mrs.  Teach.  Thofe  curfed  Play- books  fhe  reads  have 
been  her  ruin.  One  word  more,  huffy,  and  I  mall  knock 
your  brains  out,  if  you  have  any. 

Teach.  Keep  out  of  the  way,  Tolly,  for  fear  of  mif- 
chief,  and  confider  of  what  is  propofed  to  you. 

Mrs.  Teach.  Away,  huffy !  Hang  your  husband, 
and  be  dutiful. 

[Polly  retires,  liflening. 

Mrs.  Teach.  The  thing,  husband,  muft  and  {hall  be 
done.  For  the  fake  of  intelligence  we  muft  take  other 
mcafures,  and  have  him  'peached  the  next  Seflion  with- 
out her  confent.  If  fhe  will  not  know  her  duty,  we 
know  ours. 

Teach.  But  really,  my  dear,  it  grieves   one's  heart 

to  take   off  a  great  man.     When  I  confider  his  per- 
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fond  bravery,  his  fine  ftratagem,  how  much  we  have 
already  got  by  him,  and  how  much  more  we  may  get, 
methinks  I  cannot  find  in  my  heart  to  have  a  hand  in 
his  death,  I  wifh  you  could  have  made  Polly  undertake 
it. 

Mrs.  Peach.  But  in  a  cafe  of  neceflity — —our  own 
lives  are  in  danger. 

Peach.  Then,  indeed,  we  mud  comply  with  the 
cuftoms  of  the  world,  and  make  gratitude  give  way  to 
intereft. He  mail  be  taken  off. 

Mrs.  Peach.  I  will  undertake  to  manage  Polly. 

Peach.  And  I  will  prepare  matters  for  the  Old 
Bailey.  [Exeunt. 

POLLY    comes  forward. 

Now  I  am  a  wretch  indeed  ! Methinks  I  fee  him 

already  in  the  cart,  fweeter  and  more  lovely  than  the 

nofegay  in  his  hand  ! 1  hear  the  crowd  extolling 

his  reiblution   and    intrepidity  ! •  What  vollies  of 

fighs  are  fent  from  the   windows  of  Holborn,    that   fo 

comely  a  youth  mould  be  brought  to  diigrace  !- 

I  fee  him  at  the  tree !  the  whole  Circle  are  in  tears ! 

even    Butchers    weep! Jack  Ketch   himfelf  he- 

fitates  to  perform  his  duty,  and  would  be  glad  to  lofe 
his   fee,  by  a  reprieve  !    What  then   will  become  of 

Pdly ! As  yet  I  may  inform  him  of  their   defign, 

and  aid  him   in   his  efcape. It  fhall  be  fo. 

But  then  he  flies,  abfents  himfelf,  and  I  bar  myfelf 
from  his  dear  dear  converfation  1  that   too  will  diftract 

me. If  he  keep  out  of  the   way,  my   Papa  and 

Mama  may  in  time  relent,  and  we  may  be  happy. 

If  he  ftays,  he  is  hanged,  and  then  he  is  loft:  for  ever  f 

-* He  intended  to  lie  concealed  in  my  room,    'till 

the  duik  of  the  evening :  If  they  are  abroad,  I  will  this 
jnfrant  Jet  him  out,  left  fome  accident  fhould  prevent 
&m.  [Exit,   and  returns. 


Enter 
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Enter    M  A  C  H  E  A  T  H. 
4  I  R     XLV.     Pretty    Parrot,    fay,    £&, 
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Mach.         Bretty  Polly,  fay, 

When  I  was  away, 
Did  your  fancy  never  fir  ay 
To  fome  newer  lover  > 
Folly.  Without  difguife, 

Heaving  fighs, 
Doating  eyes, 
My  conftant  heart  difcover. 
Fondly  let  me  loll  I 
Mach.  0  pretty,  pretty  Poll. 

Polly.  And  are  you  as  fond  §s   ever,  my  dear  ? 

Mach.  Sufpect  my   honour,    my    courage,    fufpeft 

any   thing  but    my  love. -May  my   pi^ols  mift 

fire,  and  my  mare  flip  herfhoulder  while  I  ampurfued, 
if  I  ever  forfake  thee ! 

Polly.  Nay,  my  dear,  I  have  no  reafon  to  doubt 
ypjj,  for  I  find,  in  the  Romance  ypu  Jent  me^nonc  of 
the  great  Heroes  were  ever  faljij  ia  lqve. 
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AIR     XV,     Pray,  fair  one,  be  kind. 
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Mach?         My   heart  was  fo  free. 
It  rovd  like  the  Bee, 
'Till  Polly  my  paffwn  requited; 
Ifipt  each  flower, 
I  changed  ev'ry  hour. 
But  here  ev'ry  flower  is  united. 
Polly.  Were  you  fentenced  to  Transportation,  fure, 

my  dear,   you  could  not  leave  me  behind  you- « 

could  you  ? 

Mach.  Is  there  any  power,  any  force,  that  could  tear 
me  from  thee  ?  You  might  fooner  tear  a  penfion  out  of 
the  hands  of  a  Courtier,  a  fee  from  a  Lawyer,  a 
pretty  woman  from  a  Looking-glafs,  or  any  wo- 
man from  Quadrille. —But  to  tear  me  from  thee 

is  impofTible! 


AIR     XVI.  Over  the  hills  and  far  away. 


Were  I  laid  on  Greenland's  coajt, 
And  in  my  aims  embraced  my  lafs  ; 

Warm  amidlt  etctnzji  froft, 

Too  fcon  the  l$'f  year's  night  would  paj. 
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Polly.         Were  I  fold  on  Indian  foil, 

Soon  as  the  burning  day  was  closed, 
I  could  mock  the  fultry  toil, 
When  on  my  charmer's  breaft  reposed. 

Mach.         And  I  would  love  you  all  the  day, 

Polly.         Every  night  would  kifs  and  play, 

Mach.         If  with  me  you'd  fondly  ft  ray 

Polly.         Over  the  hills  and  far  away. 

Polly.  Yes,  I  would  go  with  thee.  But  oh! — how 
fliall  I  fpeak  it  ?  I  muft  be  torn  from  thee.  We  muft 
part. 

Mach.  How!  Part! 

Polly.  We  muft,  we  muft. My  Papa  and  Mama 

are  fet  againft  thy  life.  They  now,  even  now,  are  in 
fearch  after  thee.  They  are  preparing  evidence  againft 
thee.     Thy  life  depends  upon  a  moment. 


AIR.    XVII.     Gin  thou  wert  mine  awn  thing* 
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O  what  pain   it  is  to  part  ! 

Can  I  leave  thee,  can  I  leave  thee  ? 

O  what  pain  it  is  to  part ! 

Can  thy  Polly  ever  leave  thee  ? 
But,  left  death  my  love  Jhould  thwart, 
And  bring  thee  to  the  fatal  cart, 
Thus  I  tear  thee  from  my  bleeding  heart ! 

Fly  hence,  and  let  me  leave  thee. 
One  kifs  and  then — one  kifs — begone — farewell. 

C  4  Mach. 
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Mach.  My  hand,  my  heart,  my  dear,  is  fo  rivetecj 
to  thine,  that  I  cannot  unloofe  my  hold/ 

Polly.  But  my  Papa  may  intercept  thee,  and  then  I 
fiiould  lofe  the  very  glimmering  of  hope.  A  few 
weeks,  perhaps,  may  reconcile  us  all.  Shall  thy  Polly 
hear  from  thee  ? 

Macb,  Muft  I  then  go? 

Polly.  And  will  not  abience  change  your  love? 

Macb.  \i  you  doubt  it,  let  me  flay- — -  and  be 
hanged. 

Polly.  O  how  I  fear!  how  I  tremble! — —Go 

but,  when  fafety  will  give  you  leave,  you  will  be  fufe 
to  lee  me  again ;  for  till  then  Polly  is  wrenched. 

AI  g.    XVIII.  O  the  broom,  &c. 


Mach.  The  Mifer  thus  a  fhillinz  fees.      Parting,  and  look- 

*IM  '  l    7   » '"•   tv  >'j  *  in'ff 'back  at  eacji 

Which  he  s  obhg  d  to  fay,         £t&r  with  fon£ 

With  ftghs  refigns  it  by  degrees^  ^efs  ,•  he  at  one 

And  feaTs  'tis  gone  for  aye'.     &***    - 

Polly.  The  Boy  thus,  when  his  Sparrow's  flown, 
The  bird  infilence  eyes ; 
But,  foon  as  out  of  fight  'tis  gone, 
Whines,  wtyimpers,  fobs,  and  cries. 

'\Exeunt9 
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ACT        II. 

S  C  E  N  JE.    A  tavern   near  Newgate. 

Jemmy  Twitcher,  Crook- fingered   Jack,    Wat  Dreary, 

•    Robin    of  Bagfhot,  Nimming  Ned,  Henry  Pading- 

ton,  Matt  of  the   Mint,    Ben  Budge,  and  the  reft 

of  the  Gang,  at  the  Table;  with  ffine,  Brandy,    ancf 

Tobacco. 

Ben,   TT>  U  T   pr'ythee,  Matt,    what  is  become    of 
J3    dty  brother  Tom  ?  I  have  not  feen  him  fince 
my  return  from  tranfportation. 

Matt.  Poor  brother  Tom  had  an  accident  this  time 
twelvemonth ;  andjfb  clever  a  made  fellow  he  was,  that 
I  could  not  fave  him  from  thofe  fleaing  rafcals  the  Sur- 
geons ;  and  now,  poor  man,  he  is  among  the  Otamys 
at  Surgeon's  Hall. 

Ben.  So,  it  feems,  his  time  was  come. 

Jem.  But  the  prefenr.  time  is  ours,  and  nobody  alive 
hath  more.  Why  are  the  laws  levelPd  at  us  ?  are  we 
more  difhoneft  than  the  reft  of  mankind  ?  what  we  win, 
gentlemen,  is  our  own,  by  the  law  of  arms,  and  the 
right  of  cqnqueft, 

Crook.  Where  mall  we  find  fuch  another  fet  of  practi- 
cal philofophers,  who  to  a  man  are  above  the  fear  of 
JJeath  ? 

Wat.  Sound  men,  and  true  ! 

Robin.  Of  tried*  courage,  and  indefatigable  induftry  I 

Ned.  Who  is  there  here  that  would  not  die  for  his 
friend  ? 

'  Harry.  Who  is  there  here  that  would  betray  him 
for  his  intereft? 


4* 


THE  BEGGAR'S  OPERA;     A&  II. 


Matt.  Show  me  a  gang  of  Courtiers  that  can  fay  as 
much. 

Ben.  We  are  for  a  juft  partition  of  the  world  ;  for 
every  man   hath  a  right  to  enjoy  life. 

Matt.  We  retrench  the  fuperfluities  cf  mankind. 
The  world  is  avaricious,  and  I  hate  avarice.  A  covetous 
fellow,  like  a  Jack-daw,  fteals  what  he  was  never 
made  to  enjoy,  for  the  fake  of  hiding  it.  Thefe  are 
the  robbers  of  mankind  :  for  money  was  made  for  the 
free-hearted  and  generous ;  and  where  is  the  injury  of 
taking  from  another  what  he  hath  not  the  heart  to 
make  ufe  of  ? 

Jem.  Our  feveral  ftations  for  the  day  aire  fixt.  Good 
luck  attend  us  all !   Fill  the  glafTes. 

A  I  R    XIX.    Fill   every  glafs,  tfc. 
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Matt.     Fill  every  glafs,  for  wine  infpires  us9 
And  fires  us 

With  courage,  love  and  joy. 

Women  and  wine  fhould  life  employ. 

Is  there  aught  elfe  on  earth  defer  ous  ? 
Chorus.     Fill  every  glafs,  &c. 

Enter     M  A  C  H  E  A  T  H. 

Mack  Gentlemen,  well  met.  My  heart  hath  been 
with  you  this  hour;  but  an  unexpected  affair  hath  de- 
tained me.     No  ceremony,  I  beg  you. 

Matt.  We  were  juft  breaking-up  to  go  upon  duty. 
Ami  to  have  the  honour  of  taking  the  air  with  you, 
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Sir,  this  evening  upon  the  Heath?  I  drink  a  dram 
now  and  then  with  the  Stage-coachmen  in  the  way  of 
friendfhip  and  intelligence ;  and  I  know  that  about  this 
time  there  will  be  paffengers  upon  the  weftern  road, 
\vho  are  worth  fpeaking  with. 

Mach,  I  was  to  have  been  of  that  party—— but— 

Matt.  But  what,  Sir  ? 

Mach.  Is  there  any  man  who  fufpedts  my  courage  ? 

Matt.  We  have  all  been  witneffes  of  it. 

Mach.  My  honour  and  truth  to  the  gang  ? 

Matt.  I  will  be  anfwerable  for  it. 

Mach.  In  the  divifion  of  our  booty,  have  I  ever  mown 
the  leail  marks  of  avarice  or  injuftice ! 

MatU  By  thefe  queftions  fomething  feems  to  have 
ruffled  you.     Are  any  of  us  fufpe<5ted  ? 

Mach.  I  have  a  fixt  confidence,  gentlemen,  in  you  all, 
as  men  of  honour,  and  as  fuch  I  value  and  refped  you, 
Peachum  is  a  man  that  is  ufeful  to  us. 

Matt.  Is  he  about  to  play  us  any  foul  play?  I  will 
{hoot  him  through  the  head. 

Mach.  I  beg  you,  gentlemen,  aft  with  conduct  and 
difcretion.     A  piftol  is  your  laft  refort. 

Mattf  He  knows  nothing  of  this  meeting. 

Mach.  Bufinefs  cannot  go  on  without  him.  He  is 
a  man  who  knows  the  world,  and  is  a  neceflary  agent 
to  us.  We  have  had  a  flight  difference,  and  till  it  is 
accommodated  I  {hall  be  obliged  to  keep  out  of  his  way. 
Any  private  difpute  of  mine  mall  be  of  no  ill  confe- 
quence  to  my  friends.  You  muft  continue  to  act:  under 
his  direction,  for  the  moment  we  break  loofe  from 
him,  our  gang  is  ruined. 

Matt.  As  a  bawd  to  a  whore,  I  grant  you,  he  is  to 
us  of  great  convenience. 

Mach.  Make  him  believe  I  have  quitted  the  gang, 
which  1  can  never  do  but  with  life.  At  our  private 
quarters  I  will  continue  to  meet  you.  A  week  or  fo  will 
probably  reconcile  us. 

Matt.  Your  inftru&ions  mail  be  obferved.  It  is  now 
ftjgft  time  for  us  to  repair  to  our  feveral  duties :  fo  till 

the. 
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the  evening  at  our  quarters  in  Moor-fields,  we  bid  you 
farewell. 

Mach.  I  fliall  wifh  myfelf  with  yon.     Succefs  attend 
you  !  [Si is  down  melancholy  at  the  Table. 

AIR  XX.  March  in  Rinaldo,  with  Drums  and  Trumpets. 


Matt.        Let  us  take  the  road. 

Hark  1  I  hear  the  found  of  coaches ! 

*The  hour  of  attack  approaches  ; 
Sf#  your  arms,  brave  boys,  and  loadf 

See  the  ball  I  hold ! 
Let  the  Chemifts  toil  like  affesy 
Our  fire  their  fire  furpaffes, 

And  turns  all  our  lead  to  gold. 

[The  Gang,  ranged  in  the  front  of  the  Stage,  load 
their  piftols,  and  ftick  them  under  their  girdles  \ 
then  go  off  finging  the  firft  part  in  Chorus. 

Mach.  What  a  fool  is  a  fond  wench !  Polly  is  moll 
[confoundedly  bit. — I  love  the  lex.  And  a  man  who 
loves  money,  might  as  well  be  contented  with  one 
guinea,  as  I  with  one  woman.  The  town  perhaps 
hath  been  as  much  obliged  to  me,  for  recruiting  it 
with  free-hearted  ladies,  as  to  any  recruiting  Officer 
in  the  farmy.  If  it  were  not  for  us  and  the  other 
gentlemen  of  the  iword,  Druryzlane  would  be  uninha- 
bited. 

A  I  R 
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AIR  XXL  .  Would  you  have  a  young  Virgin,  &c. 


If  the  heart  of  a  man  is  depreft  'with  cares, 
fhe  mifi  is  difpelfd  when  a  woman  appears-^ 
Like  the  notes  of  a  fiddle,  Jhe  fweetly,  fwcet})  .' 
Raifes  the  fpirits,  and  charms  our  ears*       ,,  ' 
•   Rofes  'and  lilies,  her  cheeks  \  difclofe, 
But  her  ripe  lips  are  mere  fweei  than  thofe^ 

Prefs  her, 

Carefs  her, 

With  bliffes, 

Her  kiffes 
Difohe  m  in  pleafure9    and  f oft  repofe.] 

I  muft  have   women.     There  is  "nothing  unbends  the 
mind  like   them.    Money  is  not  fo   ftrdng  a   cordial 

for  the  time. Drawer  1 [Enter  Drawer]     Is  trip 

Porter  gone   for  all   the  ladies,    according  to  my  d* 
recYions  ? 

Drawer.  I  expect  him  back  every  minute.  Bift  you 
know,  Sir,  you  lent  him  as  far  as  Hockley  in  the  Hoh 
for  three  of  the  ladies,  for  one  in  Vinegar  Tar d,  2.wX 
for  the  reft  of  them  fomewhere  about  Lcwkner's  Lane. 
Sure  fome  of  them  are  below,  for  I  hear  the  bar-bell. 
A*  they  come,  I  will  Ihow  thesi  up.— Coming,  coming. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  Coaxer,  Dolly  Trull,  Mrs.  Vixen,  Betty 
Doxy,  Jenny  Diver,  Mrs.  Slammekin,  Suky  Tawdry, 
and  Molly  Brazen. 

Macb.  Dear  Mrs.  Coaxtr,  you  are  welcome.  You 
look  charmingly  to-day.  I  hope  you  do  not  want  the 
repairs  of  quality,  and  lay-on  paint.  —  Dolly  Trull! 
kifs  me,  you  flut ;  are  you  as  amorous  as  ever,  huffy? 
You  are  always  fo  taken  up  with  ftealing  hearts,  that 
you  do  not  allow  yourfelf  time  to  fteal  any  thing  elfe. 
Ah,  Dolly,  thou  wilt  ever  be  a  Coquette ! — Mrs.  Vixen, 
I  am  yours ;  I  always  loved  a  woman  of  wit  and  fpirit ; 
they  make  charming  Miftreffes,  but  plaguy  wives.— 
Betty  Doxy!  Come  hither,  huffy.  Do  you  drink  as 
hard  as  ever  ?  You  had  better  flick  to  good  wholefome 
beer;  for  in  troth,  Betty,  llrong-waters  will  in  time 
ruin  your  conftitution.  |You  mould  leave  thofe  to 
your  betters.— — What !  and  my  pretty  Jenny  Diver 
too !  As  prim  and  demure  as  ever !  There  is  not 
any  Prude,  though  ever  fo  high-bred,  hath  a  more 
fandtified  look,  with  a  more  mifchievous  heart.  Ah  ! 
thou  art  a  dear  artful  hypocrite.  ■ —  Mrs.  Slammekin  I 
as  carelefs  and  genteel  as  ever  !  all  you  fine  ladies,  who 
know  your  own  beauty,  affect  an  undrefs  —  But  fee, 
here  is  Suky  Tawdry  come  to  contradidl  what  I  was 
faying.  Every  thing  fhe  gets  one  way  fhe  lays  out 
upon  her*  back.  Why,  Suky,  you  muft  keep  at  leaft 
a  dozen  Tally-men..  Molly  Brazen  I  [She  kijfes  bim.~\ 
That  is  well  done.  I  love  a  free-hearted  wench. 
Thou  haft    a  mod  agreeable  afiurance,  girl,  and  art 

as  willing  as  a  Turtle. But  harkl  I   hear  mufick. 

The  Harper  is  at  the  door.  If  mufick  be  the  food  of 
Loire,  play  on.  Ere  you  feat  yourielves,  ladies,  what 
think  you  of  a  dance?  Come  in.  [Enter  Harper] 
Play  the  French  Tune  that  Mrs.  Slammekin  was  fo 
fond  of. 

[A  Dance  a  la  ronde  in  the  French  manner  j  near 
{hi  mi  of  it  this  Song  and  Chorus. 

A  I  R 
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Touth's  thefeafon  made  for  joys, 

Love  is  then  our  duty  ; 
She  alone  who  that  employs, 
Well  deferves  her  beauty  9 
Let's  be  gay, 
While  we  may, 
Beauty's  a  flower  defpis'din  decay \ 
Youth's  the  feafon,  &c. 

Let  us  drink  and /port  to-day, 

Ours  is  not  to-morrow. 
Love  with  youth  flies  fwift  away, 
Age  is  nought  but  forrow* 
Dance  and  Jing, 
Time's  on  the  wing, 
Life  never  knows  the  return  offering. 
Chorus.  Let  us  drink,  &c. 

Mach.  Now  pray,  ladies,  take  your  places.  Here, 
Fellow  [Pays  the  Harper'].  Bid  the  Drawer  bring  us 
more  wine  [£#.  Harper],  If  any  of  the  ladies  choofc 
gin,  I  hope  they  will  be  fo  free  to  call  for  it. 

Jenny.  You  look  as  if  you  meant  me.  Wine  is 
ilrong  enough  for  me.  Indeed,  Sir, .  I  never  drink 
ftrong-waters,  but  when  I  have  the  colic. 

Mack  Juft  the  excufe  of  the  fine  ladies !  Why,  a  lady 
of  quality  is  never  without  the  colic.  I  hope,  Mrs. 
Coaxer,  you  have  had  good  fuccefs  of  late  in  your 
vifits  among  the  Mercers. 

Coax.  We  have  fo   many  interlopers Yet,  with 

induftry,  one  may  (till  have  a  little  picking.  I  carried 
a  filver-flowered  luteftring  and  a  piece  of  black  padefoy 
to  Mr,  Peacbum's  lock  but  laft  week. 

7  Vix 


4*  THE  BEGGAR'S  OPERA.      Aft  Hi 

Vix.  There's  Molly  Brazen  hath  the*  cgle  of  a  Rattle- 
fnake.  She  riveted  a  Linen-draper's  eye  fo  fad  upon 
her,  that  he  was  nicked  of  three  pieces  of  eambric  be<»v 
fore  he  could  look   off. 

Brdz.  G  dear  madam  ! — But  fure  nothing  can  come 
up  to  your  handling  of  laces  !  And  then  you  have  fuch  s 
fweet,  deluding  tongue!  To  cheat  a  man  is  nothing;  but 
the  woman  muft  have  fine  parts  indeed  who  cheats  a  woman  ; 

Vix.  Lace,  madam,1  lies  in  a  fmall  compafs,  and  is 
of  eafy  conveyance.  But  you  are  apt,  madam,  to 
think  too  well  of  your  friends; 

Coax.  If  any  woman  bath  more  art  than  another,  to 
be  fure,  it  is  Jenny  Diver.  Though  her  fellow  be  never 
fo  agreeable,  fhe  can  pick  his  pocket  as  cooly,  as  if 
money  were  her  only  pleafure.  Now,  that  is  a  com- 
mand of  the  paffions  uncommon  in  a  woman  ! 

Jenny.  I  never  go  to  the  tavern  with  a  maiv  but  in  the 
view  of  bufinefs.  I  have  other  hours,  and  other  fort  of 
men  for  my  pleafure.  But  had  I  your  addrefs,  madam— 

Mach.  Have  done  with  your  compliments,  ladies ; 
and  drink  about:  You  are  not  fo  fond  of  me,  Jenny,  as 
you  ufed  to  be. 

Jenny.  It  is  not  convenient,  Sir,  to  mow  my  fondnefs 
among  fo  many  rivals.  It  is  your  own  choice,  and  not  the 
warmth  of  my  inclination,  that  will  determine  you. 


AIR    XXIII.     All  in  a  mifiy  morning 


0$mM$M 


Before  the  barn-door  crowing. 
The  Cock  by  Hens  attended, 

His  eyes  around  him  throwing, 
Stands  for  a  while  fujpena'cd. 


Then 
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Then  one  be  Jingles  from  the  crew. 

And  cheers  the  happy  Hen  ; 
With  how  do  you  do,  and  how  do  you  do> 

And  how  do  you  do  again. 

Mach.  Ah,  Jenny  !  thou  art  a  dear  fliu* 

Trull.  Pray,  madam,  were  you  ever  in  keeping  ? 

Tawd.  I  hope,  madam,  I  have  not  been  fo  long  upon 
the  town,  but  I  have  met  with  fome  good  fortune,  as 
well  as  my  neighbours. 

Trull.  Pardon  me,  madam,  I  meant  no  harm  by 
the  queftion  ;  it  was  only  in  the  way  of  conversation. 

Tawd.  Indeed,  madam,  if  I  had  not  been  a  fool,  I 
might  have  lived  very  handfomely  with  my  laft  friend. 
But,  upon  his  miffing  five  guineas,  he  turned  me  off. 
Now  I  never  fufpecled  he  had  counted  them. 

Slam.  Who  do  you  look  upon,  madam,  as  your  belt 
fort  of  keepers  ? 

Trull.  That,  madam,  is  thereafter  as  they  be. 

Slam.  I,  madam,  was  once  kept  by  a  Jew ;  and, 
bating  their  religion,  to  women  they  are  a  good  fort 
of  people. 

Tawd.  Now,  for  my  part,  I  own  I  like  an  old  fellow; 
for  we  always  make  them  pay  for  what  they  cannot  do. 

Fix.  A  fpruce  Prentice,  let  "me  tell  you,  ladies,  is 
no  ill  thing,  they  bleed  freely.  I  have  fent  at  leaft  two 
or  three  dozen  of  them   in  my  time  to  the  Plantations. 

Jen.  But  to  be  fure,  Sir,  with  fo  much  good  fortune 
as  you  have  had  upon  the  road,  you  muti  be  grown 
immenfely  rich. 

Mach.  The  road,  indeed,  hath  done  me  jufticc; 
but  the  gaming-table  hath  been  my  ruin. 


D  AIR 
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AIR  XXIV.  When  once  I  lay  with  another  man's  wife. 


Jen.     T'he  Gamefiers  and  Lawyers  are  jugglers  alike ; 
If  they  meddle,  your  all  is   in  danger  : 
Like  Gypfies,  if  once  they  can  finger  a  foufe9 
Tour  pockets  they  pick,  and  they  pilfer  your  houfe, 
And  give  your  ejlate  to  a  fir  anger. 

A  man  of  courage  mould  never  put  any  thing  to  the 
rifque,  but  his  life.  Thefe  are  the  tools  of  a  man  of 
honour.     Cards  and    Dice  are  only  fit  for  cowardly 

cheats,  who  prey  upon  their  friends. 

[She  takes  up  his  Piftol.    Tawdry  takes  up  the  other. 

Tawd.  This,  Sir,  is  fitter  for  your  hand.  Befides 
your  lofs  of  money,  it  is  a  lofs  to  the  ladies.  Gaming 
takes  you  off  from  women.  How  fond  could  I  be  of 
you  !  but  before  company,  it  is  ill-bred. 

Mach.  Wanton  hu (Tics  ! 

Jen.  I  mud  and  will  have  a  kifs,  to  give  my  wine  a 
zed. 

PThey  take  him  abort  the   neck^  and  make  figns  t& 
Peach u m  and  Conjiables,  who  ruflo  in  upon  him. 

Teach.  I  feize  you,  Sir,  as  my  prifoner. 

Mach.  Was  this  well  done,  Jenny  ?  —  Wromen  arc 
Decoy-ducks ;  who  can  truft  them  !  Beads,  Jades, 
Jilts,'  Harpies,  Furies.  Whores  ! 

Peach.  Your  cafe,  Mr.  Macheaih,  is  not  particular. 

The  greared  Heroes  have  been  ruined  by  women.  But, 

todo°them  juftice,  I  mud  own   they  are  a  pretty  fort 

of  creatures,  if  we  could  trud  them.     You  mull:  now, 

:     3  ,  Sir, 
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Sir,  take  your  leave  of  the  ladies;  and  if  they  have  a 
mind  to  make  you  a  vifit,  they  will  be  fure  to  find  you 
at  home.  The  gentleman,  ladies,  lodges  in  Newgate* 
Conftables,  wait  upon  the  Captain  to  his  lodgings. 

A  I  R     XXV.    When  firft  I  laid  fiege  to  my  Gbhrih 


^^*n?eps 


At   the  Tree  I  ft)  a  11  JUffer  with  pleafure, 
At  the  Tree  I  jhall  fuffer  wiih  plea/are) 

Let  me  go  where  I  will, 

In  all  kinds  of  ill} 
I  jhall  find  no  Juch  Furies  as  thefe  are* 


Mach, 


Peach.  Ladies,  I  will  take  care  the  reckoning  mall 
be  difcharged.  i 

[Ex.    Macheath,  guarded  with  Peachum 
and  Conftables. 

Fix.  Look  ye,  Mrs.  Jenny,  though  Mr.  Peachum 
may  have  made  a  private  bargain  with  you  and  Siiky 
Tawdry,  for  betraying  the  Captain;  as  we  were  all 
afiiiling,  we  ought  all  to  (hare  alike,; 

Coax.  I  think  Mr.  Peachum^  after  fo  long  an  ac- 
quaintance,might  have  tr lifted  me  as  well  as  Jenny  Diver. 

Slam.  I  am  lure  at  leaft  three  men  of  his  hanging,  and 
in  a  year's  time  too,  (if  he  did  me  juftice),  mould  be 
fet  down  to  my  account, 

Trull.  Mrs.  Slammekin,  that  is  not  fair.  For  you 
know  one  of  them  was  taken  in  bed  with  me. 

Jenny.  As  far  as  a  bowl  of  punch  or  a  treat,  I  believe 

Mrs.   Suky  will  join  with    me. -As  for  any  thing 

die,  ladies,  you   cannot    in  confeience  expect  it. 

Slam.  Dear  madam 

Trull  I  would  not  for  the  world  -— 

D  2  Slam'. 
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Slam.  It  is  impbffible  for  me 

Trull.  As  I  hope  to  be  faved,  madam 


Slam.  Nay,  then  I  mud  flay  here  all  night  ■ 

Trull.  Since  you  command  me. 

{Exeunt L,  with]  great  Ceremony* 

SCENE     Newgate. 
Enter  LOCKIT,  Turnkeys,  MACHEATH,  Confiahles. 

Lock.  Noble  Captain,  you  are  welcome.  You  have 
rot  been  a  lodger  of  mine  this  year  and  half.  You 
know  the  cuftom,  Sir ;  Garnifh  !  Captain,  Garnifh ! 
Hand  me  down  thofe  fetters  there. 

Mach.  Thofe,  Mr.  Lockitt,  feem  to  be  the  heavieft  of 
the  whole  fet.  With  your  leave,  I  mould  like  the  further 
pair  better. 

Lock.  Look  ye,  Captain,  we  know  what  is  fitted  for 
our  prifoners.  When  a  Gentleman  ufes  me  with  civility, 

I  always  do  the  bed  I  can  to  pleafe  him. Hand 

them  down,  I  fay  ! — We  have  them  of  all  prices,  from 
one  guinea  to  ten  •,  and  it  is  fitting  every  gentleman 
mould  pleafe  himfelf. 

Mach.  I  underftand  you,  Sir  [Gives  money].  The 
fees  here  are  fo  many,  and  fo  exorbitant,  that  few  for- 
tunes can  bear  the  expence  of  getting  off  handfomely, 
or  of  dying  like  a  gentleman. 

Lock.    Thofe,   I  fee,    will  fit   the    Captain  better. 

i Take    down  the  further  pair.    Do   but  examine 

them,  Sir Never  was  better  work — Howgenteely 

they  are  made! — They  will  fit  as  eafy  as  a  glove,  and 
the  niceft  man  in  England  might  not  be  afhamed  to  wear 
them  [He  puts  on  the  chains'].  If  I  had  the  befl  gentle- 
man in  the  land  in  my  cuftody,  I  could  not  equip   him 

more  handfomely.  And  fo,  Sir 1  now  leave  you  to 

your  private  meditations. 

[Exeunt  Lockit,  Turnkey  sy  and  Conjlables. 


A  I  R 
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AIR  XXVI.  Courtiers,  Courtiers  think  it  no  harm. 


gktopai 
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Man  may  efcape  from  rope  and  gun ; 
Nay,fome  have  out-liv'd  the  Doffor's  pill: 

Who  takes  a  woman  muft  be  undone, 
That  Bafilijk  is  fure  to  kill. 

The  Fly  that  ftps  treacle  is  loft  in  thefweets  ; 

So  he  that  taftes  woman,  woman,  woman, 

He  that  taftes  woman,  ruin  meets. 

To  what  a  woful  plight  have  I  brought  myfelf!     Here 

muft  I  (all  day  long,  'till  I  am  hang'd)  be  confin'd  to 

hear  the  reproaches   of  a  wench   who  lays  her  ruin  at 

my  door. 1  am  in  the  cuftody  of  her   father ;    and 

to  be  lure  if  he  knows  of  the  matter,  I  fhall   have  a 

fine  time  of  it  betwixt  this  and  my  execution. But 

I  promifed  the  wench  marriage. — What  fignifies  a  pro- 
mife  to  a  woman  ?  does  not  man  in  marriage  itfelf  pro- 
mife  a  hundred  things  that  he  never  means  to  perform  \ 
Do  all  we  can,  women  will  believe  us ;  for  they  look 
upon  a  promife  as  an  excuie  for  following  their  own 
inclination — But  here  comes  Lucy,  and  1  cannot  get 
from  her -would  I  were  deaf! 


Enter     L  U  C  T. 


Lucy.   You  bafe  man  you- 


-how   can  you  look 


me  in  the  face  after  what  hath  paft  between  us  ? — See 
here,  perfidious  wretch,  how  J  am  forced  to  bear 
about  the  load  of  Infamy  you  have  laid  upon  me — 
O  Macheath !  thou  halt  robbed  me  of  my  quiet  —  to 
fee  thee  tortured  would    give  me  pleafureP 


0  3 


AIR 
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AIR     XXVII.   £>  lovely  Lafs  to  a  Friar  came. 


Thus  when  a  good  houfewife  fees  a  Rat 

In  her  trap  in  the  morning  taken , 
With  plea  fure  her  heart  goes  pit  apat^ 
In  revenge  for  her  Icfs  of  bacon. 
"Then  fhe  throws  him 
¥0  the  Dog  or  Cat, 
To  be  worried,  cruftid,  and  fljaken. 
Much.  Have  you  no  bowels,  no  tendernefs,  my  dear 
Lucy,  to  fee  a  hufband  in  thefe  circumftances  ? 
Lucy.  A  hufband  ! 
Mach.  In  every  refpect  but  the  form,   and  that,   my 

dear,  may   be  fai'd  ovef  us  at  any  time. friends 

fhould    not  infill  upon  ceremonies.     From  a   man  of 
honour,   his  word  is  cs  good  as  his  bond. 

Lucy,  It  is  the  pleafure  of  all  you  fine  men  to  infult 
the  women  you  have  ruined. 
AIR     XXVHI.    'twas  when  the  Sea  was  roaring. 


-r^sr-      pr 

How  cruel  are  the  tray  tor  s^ 
IV ho  lye  and  f wear  in  jejl, 

To  cheat  unguarded  creatures 
Of  virtue,  fame?   and  rejil 


Who- 
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Whoever. fteals  a  /hilling, 

Thro  frame  the  guilt  conceals  : 
In  love  the  perjurd  villain 
With  boafts  the  theft  reveals. 
Mach.  The  very   firit  opportunity,  my   dear,  (have 
but   patience)  you  mall  be  my  wife  in-  whatever  manner 
you  };icaie. 

•    Infinuating  monftcr !  and  fo  you  thinjc  I  know 

not;   rig  01  ihe  a;rair  of  Mils  Polly  Peachum. 1  could 

tear     y  eves  but  ! 

Mach.   •         Lucy,  you  cannot  be  fuch  a  fool  as  to  be 
jealous  or  j  oily  / 

■i  -  you      t  married  to  her,  you  brute,  you  ? 

■id  led!  Very  good.  The  wench  gives  it 
01  c  v  ro  vex  thee,  and  to  ruin  me"  in  thy  good 
°i  ••  iK  b- is  true,  I  go  to  the  houfe;  I  chat  with 
th  i:l,  I  kifs  her,  I  fay  a  thoufand  things  to  her  (as 
all  gentlemen  do)  that  mean  nothing,  to  divert  rnyfelf; 
and  now  die  filly  jade  hath  fet  n.  about  that  I  am 
married   to  her,  ro   leu  me  know  what   me  would  be 

\:tc)\   tl     :" 
be  of  ili  cohfequence  t< 

Lacy.  Carrie,  cor  .    .,  ■  dfTurance, 

you  know  ,1.  f         ..put  it  out  of  your  power 

to  do  j  lilce  you  prorriifed  rne. 

Mzflfc.  A  jealous  woman  believes  every  thing  her 
paffion  fuggeits.  To  convince  you  of  my  fincerity,  if 
we  can  find  the  Ordinary,  I  mail  have  no  fcruples  of 
making  you  my  wife,  and  1  know  the  confequence 
of  having  two  at  a  time. 

Lucy.  That  you  are  only  to  be  hanged,  and  fo  get  rid 
of  them  both, 

Mach.  I    am   ready,  my    dear   Lucy,    to    give  you 

fatisfaction if  you  think  there  is  any  in  marriage.—. 

"What  can  a  man  of  honour  lay  more  ? 

Lucy.  So  then,  it  feems,  you  are  not  married  to  Mifs 
Polly  ? 

Math.  You    know,    Lucy,  the    girl  is    prodigioufly 

conceited.     No  man  can  fay  a  civil  thing  10  her,  but 

D  4  (like 


at.     Indeed,  my  d\u  Lucy,  tl ..  ie   v(  iay 
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(like  other   fine  ladies)  her  vanity  makes  her  think  he's 
her  own  for  ever  and  ever. 

AIR     XXIX.  The  Sun  had  loosed  his  weary  teams. 


ipH^j^^ 


pupg^i^pp 


The  fir  ft  time  at  the  looking- glafs 

The  mother  jets  her  daughter, 
The  image  ft  r  ikes  the  f mi  ling  lafs 

With  f elf -love  ever  after. 
Each  time  ft) e  looks,  fhe,  fonder  grown, 

Thinks  ev'ry  charm  grows  ftronger  : 
But  alas,  vain  maid,  all  eyes  hit  your  own 

Can  fee  you  are  not  younger. 

When  women  confider  their  own  beauties,  they  are  all 
alike  unrealonable  in  their  demands  :  for  they  expect 
their  lovers  mould  like  them  as  long  as  they  like  them- 
felves. 

Lucy.  Yonder  is  my  father perhaps  this  way  we 

may  light  upon  the  Ordinary,  who  (hall  try  if  you  will 

be  as  good  as  your  word. For  I  long  to  be  made  ari 

honefl  woman.  "     '  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  PEACHUM  and  LOCK1T  with  an  Account- Book. 

Lock.  In  this  lad  affair,  brother  Peachum,  we  are 
agreed.     You   have  con  fen  ted  to  go  halves  in  Macheath* 

Peach.  We  (hall  never  fall  out  about  an  execution.  — 
But  as  to  that  article,  pray  how  Hands  our  lair,  year's 
account  ? 

Lock.  If  you  will  run  your  eye  over]  it,  you  will  find 
it  is  fair  and  clearly  ftated. 

'  Peach.  This  long  arrear  of  the  government  is  very 
hard  upon  us.    Can  it  be  expected  that  we  mould  hang 

cur 
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our  acquaintance  for  nothing,  when  our  betters  will 
hardly  lave  theirs  without  being  paid  for  it.  Unlefs  the 
people  in  employment  pay  better,  I  promife  them,  for 
the  future,  I  ihall  let  other  rogues  live  befides  their  own. 

Lock.  Perhaps,  brother,  they  are  afraid  thefe  matters 
may  be  carried  too  far.  We  are  treated  too  by  them 
with  contempt,  as  if  our  profefllon  were  not  reputable. 

Peach.  In  one  refped,  indeed,  our  employment  may 
be  reckoned  dimoneft,  becaufe,  like  great  Statefmen, 
we  encourage  thofe  who  betray  their  friends. 

Lock.  Such  language,  brother,  any  where  elfe, 
might  turn  to  your  prejudice.  Learn  to  be  more 
guarded,  I  beg  you. 

AIR    XXX.     How  happy  are  we,  &c. 


ipfep»§t 


When  you  cenfure  the  age> 

Be  cautious   and  f age > 
Left  the  Courtiers  offended Jhould  be : 

If  you  mention  vice  or  bribe, 

'Tisfo  pat  to  all  the  tribe  \ 
Each  cries — That  was  levelled  at  me. 

Teach.  Here's  poor  Ned  Clincher's  name,  I  fee.  Sure, 
brother  Lockit,  there  was  a  little  unfair  proceeding  iri 
Ned's  cafe  :  for  he  told  me  in  the  condemned-hold,  that 
for  value  received  you  had  promifed  him  a  Seffion  or 
two  longer  without  moleftation. 

Lock.  Mr.  Peachum,—    — this  is  the  firft  time  my 


honour  was  ever  called  in  queftion 
Peach.  Bufinefs  is  at  an  end 

honourably. 
Lock.  Who  accufes  me  ? 


-if  once  we  act  difc 


Peach. 
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Peach.  You  are  warm,  brother. 

Lock.  He  that  attacks  my  honour,  attacks  my  lively 
hood And  thisufage -Sir is  not  to  be  borne. 

Peach.  Since- you  provoke  rae   :o  fpeak 1  mud 

tell  you  too,  that  Mis.  Coaxer  charges  you  with  de- 
frauding her  of  hei information-money,  for  the  appre- 
hending of  curJ-pated  Hugh.  Indeed,  indeed,  brother, 
we  mull  punctually  pay  our  Spies,  or  we  fhall  .have  no 
information.  f 

Lock.  Is  this  language  to  me,  Sirrah who  have 

faved  you  from  the gailows,  Sirrah  !     {Collar  vgeach  other. 

Peach*  If  I  am  hanged,  it  (hall  be  for  ridding  the  world 
of  an  arrant  rafcal. 

Lock.  This  hand  fhall  do  the  office  of  the  halter  you 
deierve,  and  throttle  you  — — -you  dog  ! 

Peach.  Brother,  brother,  we  are  both  in  the  wrong  ; 
-we  fhall  be  both  lofers  in  the  difptue — —for  you 


know  we  have  it  in  our  power  to  hang  each  other. 
You  fliould  not  be  fo  paflionate. 

Lock.  Nor  you  fo  provoking. 

Peach.  It  is  our  mutual  intereft  ;  it  is  for  the  intereft 
of  the  world  we  fhould  agree.  If  I  faid  any  thing,  bro- 
ther, to  the  prejudice  of  your  character,  I  afk  pardon. 

Lock.  Brother  Peachum 1  can  forgive  as    well  as 

refent. Give  me  your  hand,     Sufpicion  does   not 

become  a  friend. 

Peach.  I  only  meant  to  give  you  occafion  to  juftify 
yourfelf :  But  I  muir.  now  (lep  home,  f  r  1  expect  the 
gentleman  about  this  Snuff-box  that  Filch  nimmed  two 
nights  ago  in  the  Park.     I  appointed  him  at  this  hour. 

[Exit; 

Enter     LUC  2\ 

Lock.  Whence  come  you,    huffy  ? 

Lucy.  My  tears  might  aniwer  that  queftiott 

Lock.  You  have  then  been  Whimpering  and  fondling, 
like  a  Spaniel,  over  the  fellow  that  hath  abufed  you. 

Lucy.  One  cannot  help  love  \  one  cannot  cure  it.  it  is 
not  in_my  power  to  obey  you,  znd  hate  him. 

Lockf 
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Lock.  Learn  to  bear  your  hufband's  death  like  a  rea- 
sonable woman.  It  is  not  the  fafhion,  now- a- days,  fo 
much  as  to  arredr.  forrow  upon  theie  occafions.  No  wo- 
man would  ever  marry,  if  (he  had  not  the  chance  of 
mortality  for  a  releaie.  Adt  like  a  woman  of  fpirit, 
hufjy,  and  thank  your  father  for  what  he  is  doing. 

A  I  R     XXXI.     Of  a  noble  Race  was  Shenkin. 


mm^m^ 


^gfeS^pgg 


Lucy.         Is  then  his  fate  decreed.  Sir, 

Such  a  man  can  I  think  of  quitting  ? 
When  firft  we  met,  fo  rjoves  me  yet, 
0  fee  how  my   heart  is  f putting ! 

Lock.  Look  ye,  Lucy — there  is  no  frying  him- 


So,   I  think,  you   rniift   even  do  like  other  widows ; 
— buy   you  if  elf  weeds,    and  be  cheerful. 

A  I  R     XXXII. 


tPP^P 


^ffiffi^pfeffi 


3 


s3E=; 


You'll  think,    ere   many   days  enfue. 

This  fentence  not  fevere ; 
1  hang  your  hufband,  child, 'tis  true. 

But  with  him  hang  your  care* 
Twang  dang  dillo  dee. 


Like 


*e 
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Like  a  good   wife,  go  moan  over  your  dying  hufband, 

That,  child,  is  your  duty confider,  girl,    you 

cannot  have  the  man  and  the  money  too fo  make 

yourfelf  as  eafy  as  you  can  by  getting  all  you  can 
from  him.  [Exit. 

Enter      M  A  C  II  E  A  T  H. 

Lucy.  Though  the  Ordinary  was  out  cf  the.  way  to? 
day,  I  hope,  my  dear,  you  will,  upon  the  firft  op- 
portunity, quiet    my    fcruples— Oh,   Sir  ! 

my  father's  hard  heart  is  not  to  be  foftened,  and  I  am 
in  the  utmoft  defpair. 

Mach.  But  if  I  could  raife  "a  frnall  fum- would 

not  twenty  Guineas,  think  you,  move  him  ? Of  all 

the  arguments  in  the  way  of  buftnefsj  the  perquifite  is 

the  molt  prevailing. Your   father's   perquifitcs 

for  the  efcape  of  priibners  mult  amount  to  a  consi- 
derable fum  in  the  year.  Money  well-timed,  and 
properly  applied,  will   do  any  thing. 

A  I  R    XXXIII.     London  Ladies. 


l^#W^i 


fm0^m0m 


If  you  at  an  Office  folicit  your  due, 
And  would  not  have  matters  negleEled ; 

Tou  muft  quicken  the  Clerk  with  the  perquifite  too, 
To  do  what  his  duty  diretled. 

Or 
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Or  would  you  the  frowns  of  a  lady  prevent , 

She  too  has  this  palpable  failing  ; 
The  per quifite  fof  tens  her  into  confent ; 
That  reafon  with  all  is  prevailing, 
Lucy.  What  love  or  money  can  do,  Ihall   be  done  -, 
for  all  my  comfort  depends  upon  your  fafety. 

Enter     P  0  L  L  T. 

Polly.  Where  is  my  dear  husband : was  a 

rope  ever    intended  for  this  neck ! O  let  me  throw 

my   arms  about  it,  and  throttle  thee  with  love  ! » 

Why  doit  thou  turn  away  from  me? It  is   thy 

Polly it  is  thy  wife. 

Macb.  Was  ever  fuch  an  unfortunate  rafcal  as  I  am  ! 

Lucy.  Was  there  ever  fuch  another  villain  ! 

Polly.  O  Macheath !    was   it   for   this   we    parted  ? 

Taken  !  Imprifoned  !  /fried  !    Hanged  !  — cruel 

reflection! I   will  ftay  with   thee  till  death— no 

force  fhall  tear  thy  dear  wife  from  thee  now. What 

means  my  \ovq  ? Not  one  kind  word  !  not  one  kind 

look !  Think  what  thy  Polly  fuffers  to  fee  thee  in  this 
condition. 


A  I  R    XXXIV. 


All  in  the  Downs,  fcfr. 

4-. 


^N^%%^p 


Thus  when  the  Swallow,  feeking  frey> 

Within  the  fajh  is  clofely  pent. 
His  confort,  with  bemoaning  lay, 

Without  fits  pining  for  thy  event. 
Her  chattering  lovers  all  around  her  Jkim  ; 
She  heeds  them  not  (pour  bird)  her  foul's  with  him* 
7  Math* 
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Mach.  I  mufl  difown  her.  [AftdeJ]  The  wench  is 
diffracted. 

Lucy.  Am  I  then  bilked  of  my  virtue  ?  Can  I  have 
no  reparation  ?  Sure  men  were  born  to  lye,  and  women 
to  believe  them  !  O  Villain  !  Villain  ! 

Folly.  Am  I  not  thy  wife  ? — Thy  negleft  of  me,  thy 
averfion  to  me  too  feverely  proves  it. — Look  on  me. 
— Tell    me,  am  I  not  thy  wife  ? 

Lucy.   Perfidious  wretch  ! 

Folly.  Barbarous     hufband ! 

Lucy.  Hadtt  thou  been  hanged  five  months  ago,  I  had 
been  happy. 

Polly.  And  I  too If  you  had  been  kind  to  me  'till 

death,  it  would  not  have  vexed  me And  that  is  no 

very  unreafonable  requeft,  (though  from  a  wife)  to  a 
man  who  hath  not  above  feven  or  eight  days  to  live. 

Lucy.  Art  thou  then  married  to  another?  Haft  thou 
two  wives,  mender  ? 

Mach.  If  women's  tongues  can  ceafe  for  an  anfwer  — 
hear  me. 

Lucy.  I  will   not. -Flefh  and  blood   cannot   bear 

my  ufage. 

Polly.  Shall  I  not  claim  my  own  ?  Juftice  bids  me  fpeak. 


AIR  XXXV.  Have  you  heard  of  afrolickfome  ditty  ^ 


Mach.     How  happy   could  I  he  with  either*, 
Were  f  other  dp,ar  charmer  away  ! 
But,  while  you  thus  teaze  me  together  t 
'To  neither  a  word  will  I  fay  j 
But  iol  de  rol,  &c. 


Polly, 
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Folly,  Sure,  my  dear,  there  ought  to  be  fome  prefe- 
rence ihewn  to  a  wife  !  At  lead  ihe  may  claim  the  ap- 
pearance of  it.  Ke  muit  be  diffracted  with  his  misfor- 
tunes, or  he  could  not  uie  me  thus ! 

Lucy.  O  Villain,  Villain !  thou  haft  deceived  me — 
I  could  even  inform  againlt  thee  with  pleafure.  Not 
a  prude  wifnes  more  heartily  to  have  fads  againft  her 
intimate  acquaintance,  than  I  now  wifh  to  have  fads 
againil  thee.  I  would  have  her  fatisfaclion,  and  they 
ihould  all  out. 


A  I  R     XXXVI.     Irifli  Trot. 


.  Tm  bubbled. 
Polly.  Oh  how  I  am  troubled! 
Lucy.  Bambouzkd  and  bit ! 

j\fy  dijfygjj'gs  are  doubled. 


Polly, 

Lucy 


Tolly. 


When  you  come  to  the  tree,  fiall  the  Hangman 

rcfufe, 
Thefe  fingers  with  pleafure  could fafi en  the  noofe. 
Tm  bubbled,  &c. 


Mach.  Be  pacified,  my  dear  Lucy This  is  all  a 

fetch  of  Polly's,  to  make  me  defperate  with  you  in  cafe  I 
get  off.     If  I  am   hanged,    (lie  would  fain  have  the 

credit  of  being  thought   my   widow Really,  Polly, 

this    is  no  time  for  adifpute  of  this  fort;  for  whenever 
you  are  talking  of  marriage,  I  am  thinking  of  hanging. 

Folly. 
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Polly.  And  haft  thou  the  heart  to  perfi'ft  in  difowninp- 
me?  5 

Mdch.  And  haft  thou  the  heart  to  perfift  in  per- 
fuading  me  that  I  am  married  ?  Why,  Polly,  doft  thou 
feek  to  aggravate  my  misfortunes  ? 

Lucy.  Really,  Mifs  Peachum>  you  but  expofe  your- 
felf.  Befides,  it  is  barbarous  in  you  to  worry  a  gentle- 
aian  in  his  circumftances. 

A  I  R    XXXVII. 


Polly,  Ceafe  your  funning ; 

Force  or  cunning 
Never  Jhall  my  heart  trepam 

All  thefe  /allies 

Are  but  malice 
To  feduce  my   conjlant  man. 

'Tis  mofi  certain. 

By  their  flirting 
Women  oft  have  envy  fhowni 

Pleas' d,  to  ruin 

Others  wooing ; 
Never  happy  in  iheir  own  / 

Polly.  Decency,  madam,  methinks  mignt  teach  yon 
to  behave  yourfelf  with  fame  reierve  with  the  hufband, 
while  his  wife  is  prefent. 

Mach.  But  ferioully,  Polly,  this  is  carrying  the  joke 
a  little  too  far, 

Lucy. 
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Lucy*  If  you  are  determined,  madam,  to  raife  a 
difturbance  in  the  priibn,  I  mall  be  obliged  to  fend 
for  the  Turnkey  to  (hew  you  the  door.  I  am  forry, 
madam,  you  force  me  to  be  fo  ill-bred. 

Polly.  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  madam;  thefe 
forward  Airs  do  not  become  you  in  the  lead,  madam. 
And  my  duty,  madam,  obliges  me  to  flay  with  my  hus- 
band3   madam. 

A  I  R    XXXVIII.     Good-morrow,  GofEp  Joan. 


w 


M^m^m^^ 


Lucy.         Why  how  now,  madam  Flirt ; 
If  you  thus  mufi  chatter, 
And  are  for  flinging  dirt, 
Lefs  try  who  beft  can  /patter  ; 

Madam   Flirt ! 
Polly.         Why  how  now,    faucy  Jade-> 
Sure  the  wench  is  tipfy ! 
How  can  you  fee  me  made  [To  him, 

The  feoff  of  fuch  a  Gipfy  ? 

Saucy  Jade!      [To  her* 

Enter     P  E  A  C  H  U  M. 

Peach.  Where  is  my  wench?  Ah  hufiy  !  huffy ! — 
Come  you  home,  you  flut ;  and  when  your  fellow  is 
hanged,  hang  yourfelf,  to  make  your  family  fome  amends. 

Polly.  Dear,  dear  father,  do  not  tear  me  from  him — 

I  mufl  fpeak  \  I  have  more  to  fay  to  him Oh! 

tvvid  thy  fetters  about  me,  that  he  may  not    haul  me 
from  thec ! 

E  Peach- 
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Peach.    Sure  all  women  are  alike!    If  ever  they  com- 
mit the  folly,  they  are  fure  to   commit  another  by  ex- 

pofing  themfelves Away Not   a  word  more — 

You  are  my  priibner  now,  huiTy. 


Is/o  power  on  earth  can  e'er  divide 

The  knot  that  facred  Love  hath  ty'd. 
When  parents  draw  againjl  our  mind, 
The  true-love's  knot  they  f after  bind. 
Oh,  oh  ray.  oh  An:borah~oh,  oh,  &c. 
[Holding  Macheatl,  Peachum  pulls  her  out. 


Mach.  I  am  naturally  companionate,  wife ;  fo  that  I 
could  not  uie  the  wench  as  fhe  deferved ;  which  made 
you  at  hrfl  fufpect  there  was  ibmething  in  what  (he  laid. 

Lucy.   Indeed,  my  clear,   I  was  ftrangely  puzzled. 

Mach.  If  that  had  been  the  cafe,    her    father  would 

never  have  brought  me  into  this  circumftance No, 

Lucy, 1   had  rather  die  than  be  falfe  to  thee. 

Lucy.  How  happy  am  I,  if  you  fay  this  from  your 
heart !  For  I  love  thee  fo,  that  I  could  fooner  bear  to 
fee  thee  hanged  than  in  the  arms  of  another. 

Mach.   But  couldft  thou  bear  to  fee  me   hanged  ? 

Lucy.  O  Macheatb,  I  can  never  live  to  fee  that  day. 

Mach.   You  fee,  Lucy,  in  the  account  of  love  you  are 

in  my  debt;  and  you  muft   now  be  convinced,  that  I 

rather  chufe  to  die  than  be  another's.  —  Make  me,  if 

i  poffible, 
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pofiible,  love  thee  more,  and  let  me  owe  my  life  to 
thee — If  you  refufe  to  afiift  me,  Peachum  and  your  fa- 
ther will  immediately  put  me  beyond  all  means  of  efcape* 

Lucy.  My  father,  I  know,  hath  been  drinking  hard 
with  the  Prifoners  :  and  I  fancy  he  is  now  taking  his  nap 

in  his  own  room —If  I  can  procure   the  keys,  mail 

I  go  off  with  thee,  my  dear  ? 

Mach.  If  we  are  together,  it  will  be  impoffibie  to  lie 
concealed.     As  foon  as  the  fearch  begins  to  be  a  little 

cool,  I  will  fend  to  thee 'Till  then  my  heart  is  thy 

priibner. 

Lucy.  Come  then,  my  dear  hufband—owe  thy  life  to 

me — and  though  you  love  me  not be  grateful  — * 

but  that  Polly  runs  in  my  head  ftrangely. 

Mach.  A  moment  of  time  may  make  us  unhappy  for 
ever. 

AIR    XL.  TheLafs  of  Patie's  Mill. 


Lucy. 


/  Ukc  the  Fox  jhall  grieve. 

Whofe  Mate  hath  left  her  fide, 
Whom  Hounds,  from  morn  to  eve, 

Chafe  o'er  the  country  wide. 
Where  can  my  lover  hide  t 

Where  cheat  the  wary  pack  ? 
If  Love  be  not  his  guide, 

He  never  will  come  lack  ! 


[Exeunt 


THE     END      OF      THE     SECOND     ACT. 

E  2  ACT 


C    ft    ] 


ACT        III. 
SCENE.    Newgate. 

L  0  C  K  I  %     LUCY. 

LockX^TO  be  fare,  wench,  yon  muft  have  been  aiding 
X      and  abetting  to  help  him  to  this  efcape. 

Lucy.  Sir,  here  hath  been  Peachum  and  his  daughter 
Polly  -,  and  to  be  lure  they  know  the  ways  of  Newgate  as 
well  as  if  they  had  been  born  and  bred  in  the  place  all 
their  lives.  Why  muft  all  your  fufpicion  light  upon  me? 

Lock.  Lucy,  Lucy,  I  will  have  none  of  theie muffling 
anfwers. 

Lucy.  Well  then If  I  know  any  thing  of  him,  I 

wifh  I  may  be  burnt ! 

Lock.  Keep  your  temper,  Lucy>  or  I  fhall  pronounce 
you  guilty. 

Lucy.  Keep  yours,  Sir, 1  do  wifh  I  may  be  bu»nt, 

^— I  do — And  what  can  I  fay  more  to  convince  you  ? 

Lock.  Did  he  tip  handfomely? How  much  did  he 

come  down  with?  Come,  huffy,  do  notcheat  your  father; 

and  I  fhall  not  be  angry  with  you.- Perhaps,  you 

made  a  better  bargain  with  him  than  I  could  have  done ; 
. — How  much,  my  good  girl  ? 

Lucy.  You  know,  Sir,  I  am  fond  of  him,  and  would 
have  given  money  to  have  kept  him  with  me. 

Lock.  Ah,  Lucy  !  thy  education  might  have  put  thee 
more  upon  thy  guard;  for  a  Girl  in  the  bar  of  an  Ale- 
hpufe  is  always  belieged. 

Lucy.  Dear  Sir,  mention  not  my  education— —for 
it  was  to  that  I  owe  my  ruin. 

AIR 
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A  I  R    XLI.     If  Love's  a  iweet  paffion,  &V. 
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When  young  at  the  bar  you  firft  taught  me  to  f core 9 
And  bid  me  be  free  of  my  lips,  and  no  more  ; 
I  was  kifs'd  by  the  Par/on,  the  Squire,  and  the  Sot ; 
When  the  gueft  was  departed,  the  kifs  was  forgot,  j 
But  his  kifs  was  fo  fweet,  and  fo  clofely  he  prefi, 
That  I  langui/h'd  and  pitfd  'till  1  granted  the  reft. 

If  you  can  forgive  me,  Sir,  I  will  make  a  fair  con- 
feftion,  for  to  be  lure  he  hath  been  a  mod  barbarous 
villain  to  me. 

Loci.  And  fo  you  have  let  him  efcape,  huHV — — i. ■ 
have  you  ? 

Lucy.  When  a  woman  loves ;  a  kind  lock,  a  tender 
word,  can  penuade  her  to  any  thing — and  1  could  afk 
no  other  bribe. 

Lock.  Thou  wilt  always   be  a  vulgar  Qut,  Lucy If 

you  would  not  be  looked  upon  as  a  fool,  you  mould 
rever  do  any  thing  but  upon  the  foot  of  intcreft, 
Thofethat  act  otherwiie  are  their  own  bubbles.' 

Lucy.  But  Love,  Sir,  is  a  misfortune  that  may  happen 
to  the  mod  difcreet  woman,  and  in  love  we  are  all  fools 
alike. — Notwithstanding  all  he  f\vore,  I  am  now  fully- 
convinced  that  Polly  Peachum  is  actually  his  wife.— Did 
I  let  him  cicape,  (fool  that  I  was  \)  to  go  to  har?-— 
£  3  Polly 
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Polly  will  wheedle  herfelf  into  his  money,  and  then 
Peachum  will  hang  him,  and  cheat  us  both. 

Lock.  So  I  am  to  be  ruined,  becaufe,  forfooth,  you 
mud  be  in  love  ! a  very  pretty  cxcufe ! 

Lucy.  I  could  murder  that  impudent  happy  {trumpet ; 

1  gave  him  his  life,  and   that  creature  enjoys  the 

fweets  of  it. Ungrateful  Macheath ! 

A  I  R     XLII.   South-Sea  Ballad. 
JfrTtfa 


My  love  is  all  madnefs  and  folly ; 

Alone  I  lye, 
Tofs,  tumble,  and  cry ! 
What  a  happy  creature  is  Polly;1 
Was  e'er  fuch  a  wretch  as  I! 
With  rage  I  redden  like  fcarlet, 
That  my  dear  incenjlant  Variety 

St  ark- blind  to  my  charms, 

Is  loft  in  the  arms 
Of  that  Jilt,  that  inveigling  Harlot  /] 

St  ark- blind  to  my  charms, 

Is  left  in  the  arms 
Of  that  Jilt,  that  inveigling  Harlot  /j 
^his,  this  my  refentment  alarms. 


Lock.  And  fo,  after  all  this  mifchief,  I  mull  day' here 
to  be  entertained  with  your  catterwauling,  miftrefs  Pufs  ! 
•*— out  of  my  fight,  wanton  Strumpet !  you  fhall  fait  and 
mortify    yourieif    into    reafon,    with    now    and   then 

a  little 
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a  little  handfome   discipline,   to    bring   you    to    your 

fenfes. — Go.  [  Exit  Lucy. 

Loch  Peachum  then  intends  to  outwit   me  in  this 

affair;  but  I  will  be  even  with  him. The  dog  is 

leaky  in  his  liquor,  fo  I  will  ply  him  that  way,  get  the 
iecret  from  him,  and  turn  this  affair  to  my  own  advan- 
tage.— Lions,  Wolves,  and  Vultures,  do  not  live  toge- 
ther in  herds,  droves  or  flocks.— Of  all  animals  of  prey, 
man  is  the  only  fociable  one.  Every  one  of  us  preys 
upon  his  neighbour,  and  yet  we  herd  together. — Peachum 
is  my  companion,  my  friend — According  to  the  cuftom 
of  the  world,  indeed,  he  may  quote  thoufarids  of  Prece- 
dents for  cheating  me And  fhall  not  I  make  ufe  of 

dis  privilege  of  friendfhip  to  make  him  a  return  ? 

A  I  R     XLIII.     Packington's  Pound. 
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Thus  Gamejlers  united  in  friendfhip  are  found, 
Though  thty  know  that  their  indujiry  all  is  a  cheat ; 
They  flock  to  their  prey  at  the  Dice-box's  found, 
And  join  to  promote  one  another's  deceit. 

But  if  by  mi/hap 

They  fail  of  a  chap. 
To  keep  in  their  hands,  they  each  other  entrap. 
Lihe  Pikes,  lank  with  hunger,  who  mifs  of  their  ends, 
They  bite  their  companions,  and  prey  on  their  friends. 

Now,  Peachum,  you  and  I,  like  honeft   Tradefmen, 

are  to  have   a  fair  trial  which  of  us  two  can  over-reach 

E  4  the 
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the  ether. [Enter  Lucy.]  Lucy,  are  there  any 

of  Peachum's  people  now  in  the  houfe  ? 

Lucy.  Filch,  Sir,  is  drinking  a  quartern  of  Strong- 
waters   in  the   next  room  with  black  Moll. 

Lock.  Bid  him  come  to  me.  [Exit  Lucy. 

Enter     FILCH. 

Lock.  Why,  boy,  thou  looked  as  if  thou  were 
half  ftarved  •,  like   a   fhotten  Herring. 

Filch.  One  had  need  have  the  conftitution  of  a  horfe 

to  go  thorough  the  bufmeis. Since   the  favourite 

Child-getter  was  difabicd  by  a  mis-hap,  I  have  picked 
up  a  little  money  by  helping  the  ladies  to  a  pregnancy 

againft.  their  being  called  down  to  fentence. But  if  a 

man  cannot  get  an  honed  livelihood  any  eafier  way,  I 
am  lure  it  is  what  I  cannot  undertake  for  another 
SeMon. 

Lock.  Truly,  if  that  great  man  fhould  tip  off,  it  would 
be  an  irreparable  lofs.  The  vigour  and  prowels  of 
a  knight  errant  never  faved  half  the  ladies  in  diftrefs 
that  he  hath  done. — But,  boy,  canft  thou  teil  me  where 
thy  rr after  is  to  be  found  ? 

Filch.  At  his  *  Lock,  Sir,  at  the  Crooked  Billet. 

Lock.  Very  well. 1  have  nothing  more   with  )7ou 

[Ex.  Filch].  I  will  go  to  him  there,  for  I  have  many 
important  affairs  to  fettle  with  him  ;  and  in  the  way  of 
thofe  tranfactions,  I  will  artfully  get  into  his  fecret.  —  So 
that  Macheath  fhall  not  remain  a  day  longer  out  of  my 
clutches.  [Exit, 

SCENE.     AGaming-h'jufe, 

Enter     M AC  II E  AT  II    in  a  fine  tarnijk'd  Ccat% 
BEN  BUD  G  E,  and  MA  T  of  the  Mint. 
Mach.  I  am  forry,  gentlemen,  the  road  was  fo  barren 

of  money.     When  my  friends  are  in  difficulties,  I  am 

always  glad  that  my  fortune  can  be  ferviceable  to  them. 

[Gives  them  money \\  You  fee,  gentlemen,  I  am  not   a 

*  A  Cant  word,  fignifyin^,  a  Warehoofe  where  ftolen  goocU  are 
depofited. 

mere 
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meer  Court  friend,  who  profefTes  every  thing,    and  will 
do  nothing. 

A  I  R     XLIV.    Lillibulero. 


The  modes  of  the  Court  fo  common  are  growns 

'That  a  true  friend  can  hardly  be  met  \ 
Friendfhip  for  intereft  is  but  a  loan. 

Which  they  let  out  for  what  they  can  get* 

'Tis  true,  you  find 

Some  friends  fo  kind, 
Who  will  give  you  good  counfel  themf elves  to  defend 

In  forrowful  ditty ^ 

They  promife,  they  pity. 
But  fhift  you  for  money  from  friend  to  friend. 

But  we,  gentlemen,  have  dill  honour  enough  to  break 
through  the  corruptions  of  the  world. — And,  while  I 
can  lerve  you,  you  may  command  me. 

Ben,  It  grieves  my  heart  that  fo  generous  a  man  mould 
be  involved  in  fuch  difficulties,  as  oblige  him  to  live  with 
fuch,  ill    company,  and    herd   with  gamefters. 

Mctt.  See  the  partiality  of  mankind  ! -One  man 

may  (leal  a  horfe,  better  than  another  look  over  a  hedge* 

Of  all  mechanics,  of  all   fertile  handicrafts-men, 

a  gamelter  is  the  vileft.  But  yet,  as  many  of  the  Quality 
are  of  the  profeffion,  he  is  admitted  amongfl  the  politeft 
company.  I  wonder  we  are  not  more  refpected. 

Mach.  There  will  be  deep  play  to-night  at  Mary- 
lone,  and  consequently  money  may  be  picked  up  upon 
the  road.  Meet  me  there,  and  I  will  give  you'the  hint 
\vho  is  worth  letting  Matt. 
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Matt,  The  fellow  with  a  brown  coat  with  a  narrow 
gold  binding,  I  am  told,  is  never  without  money. 

Mack  What  do  you  mean,  Matt? —  Sure  you  will 

not  think  of  meddling  with  him He  is  a  good  honeit 

kind  of  a  fellow,  and  one  of  us. 

Ben.  To  be  fure,  Sir,  we  will  put  ourfelves  under  your 
direction. 

Mach.  Have  an  eye  upon  the  money-lenders.  A  Rou- 
leau,  or  two,  would  prove  a  pretty  fort  of  ant expedition. 
I  hate  extortion. 

Matt.  Thofe  Rouleaus  are  very  pretty  things,-- -I  hate 
your  Bank-bills — there  is  fuch  a  hazard  in  putting  them 
off. 

Mach.  There  is  a  certain  man  of  diftinclion,  who  in 
his  time  hath  nicked  me  out  of  a  great  deal  of  the  realty. 
He  is  in  my  cam,  Ben  ;  I  will  point  him  out  to  you  this 
evening,  and  you  (hall  draw  upon  him  for  the  debt.—- 
The  company  are  met  -,  I  hear  the  Dice-box  in  the  other 
room.  So,  gentlemen,  your  fcrvant.  You  will  meet 
me  at  Marybone. 

SCENE     Peachum's  Loch 

A  "Table  with  V/ine^  Brandy^  Pipes  and  Tobacco. 

Enter     P  E  A  C  H  U  M     and     L  0  C  K  I  T. 

Lock.  The  Coronation  account,  brother  Becchum, 
is  of  ib  intricate  a  nature,  that  I  believe  it  will  never 
be  fettled. 

Peach.  It  confifts  indeed  of  a  great  variety  of  articles. 
•—It  was  worth  to  our  people,   in  fees  of  different  kinds, 

above  ten   inftalments This    is  part  of  the  account, 

brother,  that  lies  open  before  us, 

Lock.  A  lady's    tail  of  rich  Brocade that,  I 

fee,  is  difpofed  of. 

peach.  To  Mrs.  Diana  Trapes^  the  Tally- woman  ; 
and  fhe  will  make  a  good  hand  of  it  in  (hoes  and 
flippers,  to  trick  out  young  ladies  upon  their  going 
into  keeping.  i 

Lcdm 
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Lock.  But  I  do  not  fee  any  article  of  the  Jewels/ 

Peach.  Thofe  are  fo  well  known,  that  they  muft  be 

fent  abroad you  will  find  them  entered  under  the 

article  of  Exportation. As  for  the  Snuff-boxes, 

Watches,  Swords,  &c. I  thought  it  beft  to  enter 

them  under  their  feveral  heads. 

Lock.  Seven  and  twenty  women's  pockets  com- 
pleat  ;  with  the  feveral  things  therein  contained ;  all 
fealed,  numbered,  and  entered. 

Peach.  But,  brother,  it  is  impoflible  for  us  now  to 
enter  upon  this  affair. — We  mould  have  the  whole  day 
before  us. — Befides,  the  account  of  the  lad  half-year's 
Plate  is  in  a  book  by  itfelf,  which  lies  at  the  other  Office. 

Lock.  Bring  us  then  more  liquor. — To-day  mall  be  for 
pleafure — to-morrow  for  bufinefs. — Ah    brother,  thofe 

daughters  of  ours  are  two  flippery  hufiies keep  a 

watchful  eye  upon  Polly  ;  and  Macheath  in  a  day  or  two 
mail  be  our  own   again. 

AIR     XLV.     Down  in    the  North  Country. 
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Lock.  What  Gudgeons  are  we  men  ! 

Ev*ry  woman's  eafy  prey; 
Though  we  have  felt  the  hooky  agen 
We  bite,  and  they  betray. 

The  bird  that  hath  been  trapt, 
When  he  hears  his  calling  mate^ 

To  her  he  flies  y  again  he's  clapt 
Within  the  wiry  grate. 

Peach.  But  what  fignifies  catching  the  Bird,  if  your 
daughter  Lucy  will  fet  open  the  door  of  the  Cage  I 

Loci. 
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Lock.  If  men  were  anfwerable  for  the  follies  and  frail- 
ties of  their  wives  and  daughters,  no  friends  could 
keep  a  good  correfpondence  together  for  two  days.--- 
This  is  unkindof  you,  brother-,  for,  among  good  friends, 
what  they  fay  or  do  goes  for  nothing. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here's  Mrs.  Diana  Trapes  wants  to  fpeak 
with  you. 

Peach.  Shall  we  admit  her,  brother  Lockit  ? 

Lock.  By  all  means — rlhe  is  a  good  cuftomer,  and  a 
fine-fpoken  woman  ;  -—and  a  woman  who  drinks  and 
talks  fo  freely  v/iil  enliven  the  converfation. 

Peach.  Defire  her  to  walk  in.  [Exit  Servant* 

Enter    Mrs.     TRAPES. 

Peach.  Dear  Mrs.  Dye>  your  fervant— -  one  may 
know  by  your  kifs,  that  your  Gin  is  excellent. 

Trapes.  I  was  always  very  curious  in  my  liquors. 

Lock.  There  is  no  perfumed  breath  like  it- — I  have 
been  long  acquainted  with  the  flavour  of  thofe  lips- 
have  not  I,  Mrs.  Dye  ? 

Trapes.  Fill  it  up. — I  take  as  large  draughts  of  liquor, 
as  I  did  of  love.*J  hate  a  Flincher  in  either. 


A  I  R     XLVI.    A   Shepherd  kept  Sheep,  &c. 


In  the  days  of  my  youth  I  could  bill  like  a  dove,  fa,  la,  la,  &c. 
Like  a  Sparrow  at  all  times  was  ready  for  love^  fa,  la,  la,  &c. 
The  life  of  all  mortals  in  kiffing  Jloould  pafs, 
Lip  to  lip  while  we're  young— then  the  lip  to  theglafs,  fa, 
la,  &c.  Buc 
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But  now,  Mr.  Peachum,  to  our  bufinefs.  — — If  you 
have  blacks  of  any  kind,  brought  in  of  late ;  Mantoes 
—  Velvet  Scarfs — Petticoats— let  it  be  what  it  will — 
I  am  your  chap— for  all  my  ladies  are  \ciy  fond  of 
mourning. 

Peach.  Why  look  ye,  Mrs.  Dye — you  deal  fo  hard 
with  us,  that  we  can  afford  to  give  the  gentlemen,  who 
venture  their  lives  for  the  goods,  little  or  nothing. 

Trapes.  The  hard  times  oblige  me  to  go  very  near  iii 
my  dealing. — To  be  fure  of  late  years  I  have  been   a 

great  fufferer  by   the  Parliament. Three   thoufand 

pounds  would  hardly  make  me  amends. — The  Act  for 
deftroying the  Mint  was  a  fevere  cut  upon  our  bufinefs* 
— 'till  then,  if  a  cuflomer  ftept  out  of  the  way  —  we 
knew  where  to  have  her —  no  doubt  you  know  Mrs* 
Coaxcr — there  is  a  wench  now  ('till  to-day)  with  a  good 
fuit  of  cloaths  of  mine  upon  her  back,  and  I  could 
never  fet  eyes  upon  her  for  three  months  together. — 
Since  the  Act  too  againft  imprifonment  for  fmall  fums, 
my  lofs  there  too  hath  been  very  confiderable  ;  and  it 
muft  be  Co,  when  a  lady  can  borrow  a  handfome  pet- 
ticoat, or  a  clean  gown,  and  I  not  have  the  lead  hank 
upon  her !  And,  o'  my  confcience,  now-a-days  moil  la- 
dies take  a  delight  in  cheating,  when  they  can  do  it  with 
fafety. 

Peach.  Madam,  you  had  a  handfome  gold  watch  of 
us  the  other  day  for  feven  Guineas. — Confidering  wc" 
mult  have  our  profit- — to  a  gentleman  upon  the  road, 
a  gold  watch  will  be  fcarce  worth  the  taking. 

Trapes^  Confider,  Mr.  Peachum,  that  watch  was  re- 
markable, and  not  of  very  fafe  fale.- —If  you  have  any 
black  Velvet  Scarfs — they  are  a  handfome  winter  wear; 
and  take  with  mod  gentlemen  who  deal  with  my 
cufcomers — It  is  I  that  put  the  ladies  upon  a  good  foot. 
It  is  not  youth  or  beauty  that  fixes  their  price.  The 
gcntleiiien  always  pay  according  to  their  drefs,  from 
half-a-crown  to  two  guineas  ;  and  yet  thofe  huflies  make 
nothing  of  bilking  of  me. — Then  too,  allowing  for  ac- 
cidents.— I  have  eleven  fine  cuftomers  now  down  under 
7  the 
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the  Surgeon's  hands, — -what  with  fees  and  other  ex- 
pences,  there  are  great  goings-out,  and  no  comings-in, 
and  not  a  farthing  to  pay  for  at  leaft  a  month's  cloath- 
ing. — We  run  great  rifques — great  rifques  indeed. 

Peach.  As  I  remember,  you  faid  fomething  juft  now 
of  Mrs.  Coaxer. 

Trapes.  Yes,  Sir, — To  be  fure,  I  flript  her  of  a  fuit  ; 
of  my  own  cloaths  about  two  hours  ago  ;  and  have  left 
her  as  fhe  mould  be,  in  her  fhift,  with  a  lover  of  hers  at  | 
myhoufe.  She  called  him  up  flairs,  as  he  was  going 
to  Mary  bone  in  a  hackney-coach. — And  I  hope,  for  her 
own  fake  and  mine,  fhe  will  perfuade  the  Captain  to 
redeem  her,  for  the  Captain  is  very  generous  to  the  ladies. 

Lock.  What  Captain  ? 

Trapes.  Pie  thought  I  did  not  know  him. — An  inti- 
mate acquaintance  of  yours,  Mr.  Peachum — only  Cap- 
tain  Macheath — as  fine  as  a  Lord. 

Peach.  To-morrow,  dear  Mrs.  Dye,  you  {hall  fet 
your  own  price  upon  any  of  the  goods  you  like— we  have 
at  leaft  half  a  dozen  Velvet  Scarfs,  and  all  at  your  fer- 
vice.  Will  you  give  me  leave  to  make  you  a  prefent  of 
this  fuit  of  night-cloaths,  for  your  own  wearing? — But 
are  you  fure  it  is  Capt.  Macheath? 

trapes.  Though  he  thinks  I  have  forgot  him ;  nobody  . 
knows  him  better.     I  have  taken  a  great  deal  of  the  ] 
Captain's  money   in  my  time  at   fecond-hand,  for   he 
always  loved  to  have  his  ladies  well-dreft. 

Peach.  Mr.  Lockit  and  I  have  a  little  bufinefs  with  the 
Captain  : — you  underltand  me — and  we  will  fatisfy  you 
for  Mrs.  Coaxer*  s  debt. 

Lock.  Depend  upon  it— we  will  deal  like  men  of 
honour. 

Trapes.  I  do   not  enquire  after  your  affairs  - 

fo  whatever  happens,  I  wafh  my   hands   of  it.— 

It  hath  always    been    my    Maxim,    that   one    friend 

fhould  aflift  another. — —But   if  you  pleale -I  will 

take  one  of  the  Scarfs  home  with  me  -,  it  is  always  good 
to  have  fomething  in  hand. 

[Eiitini  feverdtti,  Mrs.  Trapes  fingtng. 
SCENE 
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SCENE     Newgate. 

Enter     L  U  C  Y. 

Jealoufy,  rage,  love,  and  fear,  are  at  once  tearing 
me  to  pieces.  How  I  am  weather-beaten  and  mattered 
with  diftrefles ! 

AIR     XLVIL  One*  evening  having  loft  my  way. 

•gag  a  !  M=-         -   •• 


m0%tn?^- 


$®fmt&&m 


Tm  like  ajkiff  on  the  Ocean  toft, 

Now  high,  now  low,  with  each  billow  bomy 

With  her  rudder  broke,  and  her  anchor  loft, 
Defer  ted  and  all  forlorn. 

V/hile  thus  I  lye  rolling   and  teffing  all  night, 

That  Polly  lyes  fp  or  ting  on/das  of  delight ! 
Revenge,  revenge,  revenge  % 

Shall  afpeaft  my  reft  lefts  fprite. 

I  have  the  Rat's-bane  ready. 1  run  no  rifque;  for  I 

can   lay   her  death  upon  the    Gin  ;  and  fo  many  die 
of  that  naturally,  that  I  fhall  never  be  called  inqueftion. 

But  fay  I  were  to  be  hanged I    never   could 

be  hanged  for  any  thing  that   would   give  me  greater 
comfort,  than  the  poi.ioning  that  Hut. 

Enter 


■"5'fc 
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Enter    FILCH. 

Filch,  Madam,  here  is  our  Mils  Polly  come  to  wait 
Upon  you. 

Lucy.  Show  her  in* 


Enter    FOLLY. 
Lucy.  Bear    madam,    your  fervant 


—  1  hope 
you  wifl  pardon    my  pafiion,.  when  I  was  fo  happy  to 

fee  you  laft. 1  was  fo  over-run  with   the  fpleen, 

that  1  was  perfectly  out  of  myfelf.  And  really,  when 
one  hath  the  fpleen,  every  thing  is  to  be  excuied  by  a 
friend. 

A  I  R     XLVIII.  Now,   Roger,  I'll  tell  thee,  becaufe 
thou'rt  my  fon. 


When  a  wife's  in  her  pout, 
(As  fee's  fometimes  no  doubt) 
'The  good  hujband,  as  meek  as  a  lamb, 
Her  vapours  tojlill, 
Firji  grants  her  her  will, 

And  the  quieting  draught  is  a  dram. 
Poor  man !  And  the  quieting  draught  is  a  dram. 
—  I  willi  all  our  quarrels  might  have  fo  comfortable  a 
reconciliation. 

Folly. 
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Polly,  I  have  no  excufe  for  my  own  behaviour,  ma- 
dam, but  my  misfortunes. And  really,  madam, 

I  fuffer  too  upon  your  account. 

Lucy.  But,  Mils  Polly in  the  way  of  friend  (hip, 

will  you  give  me  leave  to  propoie  a  glais  of  Cordial 
to  you  ? 

Polly.  Strong-waters  are  apt  to  give  me  the  head-ach. 
—I  hope,  Madam,  you  will  excufe  me. 

Lucy.  Not  the  greater!  lady  in  the  land  could  have 
better  in  her  clolet,  for  her  own  private  drinking.-- 
You  feem  mighty  low  in    fpirits,  my  dear. 

Polly.  I  am  forry,  madam,  my  health  will  not    allow 

me  to  accept  of  your  offer.- 1  mould  not  have  left 

you  in  the  rude  manner  i  did  when  we  met  laft,  madam, 

had  not  my  r*apa  hauled  me  away  fo  unexpectedly 

I  was  indeed  lomewhat  provoked,  and  perhaps  might 
ufe  fome  expreffions  that  were  difrefpectful. — But  really, 
madam,  the  Captain  treated  me  with  fo  much  contempt 
and  cruelty,  that  I  deierved  your  pity,  rather  than  your 
refentment. 

Lucy.  But  fince  his  efcape,  no  doubt,  all  matters  are 

made  up  again. Ah  Polly  !  Polly  !  it   is  I  am  the 

unhappy  wife  ->  and  he  loves  you  as  if  you  were  only 
his  miftrefs. 

Polly.  Sure,  madam,  you  cannot  think  me  fo  happy 
as  to  be  the  object  of  your  jcaloufy. —  A  man  is  always 
afraid  of  a  woman  who  loves  him  too  well  —  fo  that  I 
mu ft  expecl  to  be  neglected  and  avoided. 

Lucy.  Then  our  cafes,  my  dear  Polly  ^  are  exactly  alike. 
Both  of  us  indeed  have  been  too  fond. 


A  I  It 


Si 
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A  I  R     XLIX.     O  Beffy  Bell,  &c. 


Poll jr.         A  curfe  attends  that  woman9 s  love 

Who  always  would  be  f  leafing* 
Lucy.         'The  pertnefs  of  the  billing  Dove, 

Like  tickling,  is  but  teazing. 
Polly.  What  then  in  love  can  woman  do  ? 
Lucy.  If  we  grow  fond,  they  JJoun  us, 

Polly.         And  when  we  fly  them,  they  purfue : 
Lucy.  But  leave  us  when  they've  won  us. 

Lucy.  Love  is  fo  very  whimfical  in  both  fexes,  that  it 
is  impoflible  to  be  laftingv— — —  But  my  heart  is  par- 
ticular, and    contradicts   my  own  obfervation. 

Polly.  But  really,  mHlrefs  Lucy,  by  his  lad  beha- 
viour, I   think  1  ought  to  envy  you. When  I 

was    forced  from    him,  he  did  not  fhow  the  leaft  ten- 

derncfs. But,  perhaps,  he   hath   a  heart   not 

capable  of  it. 


A  I  R 
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AIR     L.     Wou'd  Fare  to  me  B  lindagivc. 


Among  the  men  Coquets  we  find, 
Who  court  by  turns  all  woman-kind  % 
And  we  grant  all  their  hearts  defied*, 
When  they  are  flattered  and  admir'd. 

The  Coquets  of  both  fexes  are  felf-Iovers ;  and  that  is  a 
love  no  other  whatever  can  difpoflefs.  I  fear,  my  dear 
Lucy,  our  hufband  is  one  of  thofe. 

Lucy.  Away  with  thefe  melancholy  reflections,— 
...indeed,  my  dear  Polly,  we  are  both  of  us  a  cup  too  low, 
*  — Let  me  prevail  upon  you  to   accept  of  my  offer. 


Come,  fweet  lafs. 


w 

Come,  fweet   lafs, 
Lefs  banifh  for  row 
'Till  to-morrow  ; 
Coyne,  fweet  lafs, 
Let  V  take  a  chirping  glafs. 
F  2 


Win* 
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Wine  can  clear 

The  vapours  of  defpair, 

And  make  us  light  as  air  ; 

Then  drink,  and  banifh  care. 
I  cannot  bear,  child,  to  fee  you  in   Rich  low  fpirits. — 
And    I    muft  perfuade  you  to  what  I  know  will  do:you 
good. — 1  (hall  now   loon  be  even  with  the  hypocritical 
Strumpet.    (Afide.)  [Exit. 

Polly.  All  this  wheedling  of  Lucy  cannot  be  for  no- 
thing.— At  this  time  too!  when  I  know  fhe  hates  me  ! — 
The difiembling  of  a  woman  is  always  the  fore-runnel 
or  mifchief. — By  pouring  Strong- waters  down  my  throat, 
fhe  thinks  to  pumpfome  lecrets  out  of  me  —  I  will  be 
upon  my  guard,  and  will  not  tafte  a  drop  of  her  liquor, 
I'm  refolved. 

Enter    LUCY,    with  Strong-waters. 

Lucy.  Come,  Mifs  Polly. 

Polly.  Indeed,  child,  you  ha*e  given  yourfelf  trouble 
to  no   purpofe.-—  You  muft,  my  dear,  excufe  me. 

Lucy.  Really,  Mifs  Polly,  you  are  as  fqueamiihly 
affected  about  taking  a  cup  of  Strong- waters,  as  a  lady 
before  company.     I  vow,  Polly,  I  mall  take    it  mon- 

ftroufly  ill  if  you  refufe  me. Brandy  and   Men 

(though  women  love  them  never  fo  well)  are   always 

taken  by  us  with  fome   reluctance  — unlefs  it  is 

in  private. 

Polly.  I  proteft,    madam,    it  goes  againft  me. — — 

What  do  I  fee !    Macheath  again  in  cuftody  ! Now 

every  glimmering  of  happinefs  is  loft. 

[Drops  the  glafs  of  liquor  on  the  ground. 

Lucy.  Since  things  are  thus,  I  am  glad  the  wench  hath 
efcaped  :  for  by  this  event,  it  is  plain,  fhe  was  not  happy 
enough  to  deferve  to  be  poifon'd. 

Enter  LOCKIT,  MACHEATH,PEACHUM,  FILCH, 
and  Conftables. 

9  Lock.  Set  your  heart  to  reft,  Captain. You  have 

neither  the  chance  of  Love  or  Money  for  another  efcape, 

—  for 
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—  for  you  are  ordered  to  be  called  down  upon  your 
Trial  immediately. 

Peach.  Away,  huffies! This  is  not  a  time   for  a 

man  to  be  hampered  with  his   wives. You  fee,  the 

gentleman  is  in  chains  already. 

Lucy.  O  hufband,  hufband,  my  heart  longed  to  fee 
thee:  but  to  fee  thee  thus  diftracls  me ! 

Polly.  Will  not  my  dear  husband  look  upon  his  Polly  ? 
Why  hadft  thou  not  flown  to  me  for  protection  ?  with 
me  thou  hadft  been  fafe. 

AIR     LIT.    The  laft  time  I  went  o'er  the  M  >or. 


Polly. 
Lucy. 
Poly. 

Lucy 

Polly. 

Lucv. 

Polly. 

Lucy. 

Polly. 

Lucy. 

Polly. 

Mach. 
You  fee. 
diibbligin 


Hither,  dear  ha/band,  turn  your  eyes, 

Bejiow  one  glance  to  cheer  me : 
Think,  with  that  look,  thy  Polly  dies  ; 

0  Jhun  me  not,- but  hear  me. 

'Tis  Polly  fues. 

'Tis  Lucy  /peaks. 

Is  thus  true  love  requited  ? 

My  heart  is  burfting. 
Mine  too  breaks. 

Mufi  I— 

Mufi  I  be  /lighted? 

What  would  you   have  me  lay,  ladies  ? 

this  affair  will  foon  be  at  an  end,  without  my 
g  either  of  you. 

F  3  Peach. 
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Peach.  But  the  fettling  of  this  point,  Captain,  might 
prevent  a  Law-fuit  between  your  two  widows. 

AIR     LIII.     Tom  Tinker 's  my  true-love,  &c. 


Hi 


ifpiro 


Mach.  IV huh  way  /ball  I  turn  me — how  can  I  decide  ? 
V/ives,  the  day  of  our  deaths  are  as  fond  as  a  bride* 
One  wife  is  too  much  for  moft  hujlands  to  hear ; 
But  two  at  a  time  thereys  no  mortal  can  bear, 
This  way,  and  that  way,  and  which  way  I  will, 
What  would  comfort  the  one,  f  other  wife  would 
take  ill. 
Polly.  But  if  his  own  misfortunes  have    made  him 

infenfible  tG  mine a  Father fure  will  be  more  con- 

paffionate  . —  Dear,  dear  Sir,     fink  the    material 

evidence,    and  brin^  him  off  at  his  trial  —  Polly  upon 
her  knees  begs  it  of  you. 

A    i   R      LIV.      '  an    a  poor  Shepherd  undone. 


^m^m^ 


&ij^yltts 


7 
When  my  ric>  c  in  court  appears, 

And  (lands .-  rraign ' dfor  bis  life, 
Then  think  cf  tcor  Folly's  tears; 

For,  ah  I  fcor  Poll)'  5j  his  wife, 


^gjii* 


Lib 
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Lih  the  Sailor  he  holds  up  his  handy 

Didrefi  on  the  dafloing  wave ; 
(To  die  a  dry  death  at  land 
Is  as  bad  as  a  watry  grave. 
An  I  alat  poer  iJolly  1 
Air  ck,  a  nd  well-  a  -day  / 
Before  J  was  in  l:ve% 

Ob !  every  month  was  May. 

Lucy.  U 'Peacbum's  heart   is  hardened  -,  fure  you,  Sir, 

will   have  more  companion  on  a  daughter. 1  know 

the  evidence   is  in  your   power — How  then  can  you 
be  a  tyrant  to  me  ?  [Kneeling 


o 


AIR     LV.      Tantbe  the  lovely,  &c. 


®^8 


^^^ii§@il 


iMIW^s 


When  he  holds  up  his  hind  arraigned  for  his  lifey 
O  think  of  your  daughter,  and  think  Tm  his  wife  ! 
What  are  cannons%  or  bombs,  or  clalhing  of  fwords  f 
lor  death  is  more  certain  by  witnejfes  words. 
Then  nail  up  their  lips  ;  that  dread  thunder  allay  ;] 
And  each  month  of  my  life  will  hereafter  be  May 

.  heck,  Machcath's  time  is  come,  Lucy, — We  know 
our  own  ^affairs  •,  therefore  let  us  have  no  more  whim- 
pering or  whining. 

F  4  AIR 
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AIR     LVI.     A  Cobler  there  was,  &c. 


ryTEMg 


^^Pf^^^^P 


Whan 

-!-j-*T--f 

-   ■  ,.  TT"Tr"~ 

y?fcWf 

tHfflg^-. 

"       ■* 

Ourf elves,  like  the  Great,  to  fecure  a  retreat, 
When  matters  require  it,  muft give  up  our  gang: 
And  good  reafon  why ; 
Or,  inftcad  of  the  fry, 
ErJ*n  Peach  urn  and  L 

Like  poor  petty  rafcals,  might  hang,  hang\ 
Like  poor  petty  rafcals,  might  hang. 

Teach.  Set  your  heart  at  reft,  Polly. — Your  hufband 
is  to  die  today. Therefore,  if  you  are  not  al- 
ready provided,  it  is  high  time  to  look  about  for 
another.     There  is  comfort  for  you,  you  flut. 

Lock.  We  are  ready,  Sir,  to  conduct  you  to  the  Old 
Baily. 

AIR     LVII.     Bonny  Dundee. 

_rJL 


ivlach.  The  charge  is  prepared;    the  Lawyers  are  met  i 
The  Judges  all  rang9 d  (a  terrible  fhow  f)  ; 
J  go  undifmay'd, — for  death  is  a  debt, 
4  debt  on.  demand.  — &>  take  what  %  owe. 

Then 
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Then  farewell,  my  love — dear  charmers,  adieu ; 
Contented  I  die — 'tis  the  better  for  you. 
Here  ends  all  difpute  the  reft  of  our  lives, 
For  this  way  at  once  Ipleafe  all  my  wives. 
Now,  gentlemen,  I  am  ready  to  attend  you. 

[Exeunt  Macheath,  Peachum,  Lockit,  and  Conftables. 
Polly.  Follow  them,  Filch,  to  the  Court,  And  when 
the  trial  is  over,  bring  me  a  particular  account  of 
his  behaviour,  and  of  every  thing  that  happened,' — 
You  will  find  me  here  with  Mifs  Lucy.  [Ex.  Filch.] 
But  why  is  all  this  mufick  ? 

Lucy.  The  Prifoners,  whofe  trials  are  put  off  till  next 
Sefilon,  are  diverting  themfelves. 

Polly.  Sure,  there  is  nothing  fo  charming  as  mufick  ! 

1  am  fond  of  it  to  diftraclion But  alas  !  now  all 

mirth  feems  an  infult  upon  my  affliction. — Let  us  retire, 

my  dear  Lucy,  and  indulge  our  forrows.— The  noify 

crew,  you  fee,  are  coming  upon  us.  [Exeunt. 

A  Dance  of  Prifoners  in  chains,  &c. 

SCENE,     the  Condemned  Hold. 

M  A  C  H  E  A  T  H,     in  a  melancholy  pofture. 

AIR     LVIII.     Happy  Groves. 


^t^ip^g 


O    cruel,  cruel,  cruel  cafe  I 
Muft  I  fuffcr  this  difgrace  ? 

AIR     LIX.     Of  all  the  Girls  that  are  fo  fmart. 


Of  all  the  friends  in  time  of  grief, 
When  threatening  Death  looks  grimmer, 

Not  onefo  fure  can  bring  relief, 

As  this  left  friend  a  brimmer.  [Drinks. 

A  I  R 


THE  BEGGAR'S  OPERA.     Aft  HI. 

A  T  R     LX.     Britons,  ftrike  home. 


w$m$ 


Since  i  miijl  fwing, — /  /corn,  I  fcom3  to  wince  or  whine. 

[Rifes 
A  I  R     LXL     Chevy  Chafe. 
>_y> _J k  L 


f^^fepa^^ 


y:- 


But  now  again  my  jpirits  Jink  \ 
Til  raife  them  high  withvjine.  \  Drinks  aglafs  of  vine 
A  I  R     LX1I.     To  old  Sir  Simon  the  King. 


But  valour  the  fironger  grows,  , 

The  jirongcr  liquor  we're  drinking. 
And  how  can  we' feci  our  zvoes, 

When  we've  lofi  the  t- cubic  of  thinking  ?  [Drinks. 

A  l.R      LX:II.      joy   to    gfeat  Ocfar. 


23 


5-^-a-r^ 

*% 


z£ 


wwm 


]f  thus A  man  can  die 

Much  bolder  with  brandy.  [Pours  outa  bumper  of  brandy. 
AIR     LX1V.     There  was  an  old  woman,  fcfr- 


b — *r  H~^~===bxzfazr — ,_^u ~zr 


fe^^Pi^s^p 


So  I  drink  cff  this  bumper—  And  now  I  can  fi and  the  tefi\ 
And  my  Comrades  fiall fee,  that  I  die  as  brave  as  the  beft. 

[Drinks. 
A  I  H> 
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AIR     LXV.     Did  you  ever  near  of  a  gallant  failor  ? 


%#i%%iiMi 


But  can  I  leave  my  pretty  huffies, 
Without  one.  tear,  or  tender  Jigh  ? 

AIR     LXVI.     Why  are  mine  eyes  dill  flowing  i 


Theu  eyes,  their  iips,  their  buffes. 
Recall  my  love Ah,  muji  I  die  ! 

A  1  R     LXVIL     Green  fleeves. 


Sihce  laws  were  made  for  ev'rv  degree, 
To  curb  vice  in  others,  as  well  as  me, 
I  wonder  we  han't  better  company 

Upon   •  yburn  tree  ! 
But  gold  from  law  can  take  out  the  fang  ; 
And  if  rich  men  like  us  were  tofwing, 
*fwouyd  thin  the  land,  fuch  numbers  to  firing 

Uyon  i yburn   tree  J 

Jailor.  Some  friends    of  yours,  Captain,    defire  to 

be    admitted I   leave  you  together. 

Enter 
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Enter  BEN  BULGE,  and  MATT  of  the  Mint. 

Macb.  For  my  having  broke  prifon,  you  fee,  gen- 
tlemen, I  am  ordered  immediate  execution. The 

Sheriffs  officers,  I  believe,  are  now  at  the  door.  —  1  hat 
Jemmy  Twitch er  fhould  'peach  me,  I  own,  furprized  me! 
— It  is  a  plain  proof  that  the  world  is  all  alike,  and  chat 
even  our  Gang  can  no  more  truft  one  another  than 
other  people.  Therefore,  I  beg  you,  gentlemen,  look 
well  to  yourfelves,  for  in  all  probability  you  may  live 
fome  months  longer. 

Matt.  We  are  heartily  forry,  Captain,  for  your  mis- 
fortune.  But  it  is  what  wemuft  all  come  to. 

Macb.  Peachum  and  Lockit,  you  know,  are  infamous 
Scoundrels.     Their  lives  are  as  much  in  your  power,  as 

yours  are  in  theirs. Remember  your  dying   friend! 

It  is  my  laft  requeft. — Bring  thofe    villains  to  the 

Gallows  before  you,  and  I  am  fatisfied. 

Matt.  We  will  do  it. 

Jailor.  Mifs  Polly  and  Mifs  Lucy  intreat  a  word  with 
you. 

Macb.  Gentlemen,  adieu.  [Ex.  Ben  Budge  and  Matt. 

Enter    LU  C  T    and    P  0  L  L  T. 

Macb.  My  dear  Lucy -my   dear   Polly— Whatfo- 

ever  hath  paft  between  us  is  now  at  an  end. If  you 

are  fond  of  marrying  again,  the  bed  advice  I  can  give 
you,  is  to  fhip  yourfelves  off  for  the  IVeJt  Indies,  where 
you  will  have  a  fair  chance  of  getting  a  hufband  apiece ; 
or  by  good  luck  two  or  three,  as  you  like  belt. 

Polly.  How  can  I  fupport  this  fight ! 

Lucy.  There  is  nothing  moves  one  fo  much  as  a  great 
Kian  in  diftrefs. 


A  I  R 
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AIR  LXVIII.  All  you  that  muft  take  a  leap,  fife. 


rx=2: 


^fe^^#a 


i%^i#ljp 


Lucy.  Would  I  might  be  hang'd! 

Polly. And  I  would fo  too  I 

Lucy.  To  be  bang'd  with  you, 

Polly. My  dear,  with  you. 

Mach.  O  leave  me  to  thought !  I  fear  !  I  doubt! 

I  tremble  !  I  droop  ! — See  my  courage  is  out. 

[Turns  up  the  empty  bottle. 

Polly.  No  token    of  love  f 

Mach.  — See,  my  courage  is  out. 

[Turns  up  the  empty  pot. 

Lucy.  No  token  of  love  ? 

Polly. Adieu. 

Lucy. Farewell. 

Mach.  But  hark  !   I  hear  the  toll  of  the  bell, 
Chorus.     Tol  de  rol  hi,  &c. 

Jailor.  Four  women  more,  Captain,  with  a  child 
apiece  !     See   here  they  come. 

Mach.  What — four  wives  more  ! — This  is  too  much 
—Here— -tell  the  Sheriffs  officers  I  am  ready.  [Exeunt. 

5  Enter 
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Enter    PLATER    and    BEGGAR. 

Play.  But,  honeft  friend,  I  hope  you  do  not  intend 
that  Macheath  fhall  be  really  executed. 

Beg.  Mofl  certainly,  Sir.— To  make  the  piece  perfect, 
1  was  for  doing  llridl  poetical  Juftice.— Macheath  is  to  be 
hanged  ;  and  for  the  other  perfonages  of  the  Drama,  the 
Audience  muft  have  fuppofed  they  were  all  either  hanged 
or  tranfportcd. 

Play.  Why  then,  friend;  this  is  a  down-right  deep 
Tragedy.  The  cataftrophe  is  manifeftiy  wrong,  for 
an  Opera  muft  end  happily. 

Beg.  Your  objection,  Sir,  isveryjuft;  and  is  eaftly 
removed.  For  you  muft  allow,  that  in  this  kind  of 
Drama,  it  is  no  matter  how  abfurdly  things  are  brought 
about,— So— you  rabble  there— run  and  cry  a  reprieve 
—let  the  prifoner  be  brought  back  to  his  wives  in  tri- 
umph. 

Play.  All  this  we  muft  do,  to  comply  with  the  tafle 
of  the  town. 

Beg.  Through  the  whole  piece  you  may  obfervc 
fuch  a  fimilitude  of  manners  in  high  and  low  life,  that 
it  is  difficult  to  determine  whether  (in  the  fafhionable 
vices)  the  fine  gentlemen  imitate  the  gentlemen  of  the 
road,  or  the  gentlemen  of  the  road  the   fine  gentlemen. 

. Had  the  Play  remained  as  I  at  firft  intended,  it 

would  have  carried  a  mod  excellent  moral.  It  would 
have  mown,  that  the  lower  fort  of  people  have  their  vice& 
in  a  degree  as  well  as  the  rich:  And  that  they  are  pu- 
nifhed  for  them.  {Exeunt. 

Enter    MACHEATH,    POLLT,   LUCT,    &c.    with 

rabble ,  &c. 

Macb.  So,  it  feems,   I  am  not  left  to  my  choice,  but 

muft   have  a  wife  at  laft. Look  ye,  my  dears,  we 

will  have  no  controverfy  now.  Let  us  give  this  day  to 
mirth;  and  I  am  fure  fhe  who  thinks  herfelf  my  wifs 
will  teftify  her  joy  by  a  Dance. 

AIL  Come,  a  Dance a  Dance* 

Macb. 
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Mach.  Ladies,  I  hope  you  will  give  me  leave  to  prc- 
fent  a  partner  to  each  of  you.   And   (if  I  may  without. 

offence)  for  this  time,  I  take  Folly  for  mine. And. 

for  life,-  you   flut, — for  we  were  really  married. As 

for  the  reft — But  atprefent  keep  your  own  fecret.  [To  Polly. 

A        DANCE. 
A  I  R    LXIX.    Lumps  of  Pudding,  &c. 


SfP^ 


^msmM^^ 


»!^tf^ 


Ctwms 

Thus  I  ft  and  like  the  Turk,  vjith  his  doxies  around  > 
Fr  cm  all  fides  their  glances  his  pejfion  confound ; 
For  black,  brown,  and  fairs  his  inconftancy  burns* 
And  the,  different  beauties  fubdue  him  by  turns : 
4  Ecch 
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Each  calls  forth  her  charms ,  to  provoke  his  defies : 
Though  willing  to  all\  with  but  one  he  retires. 
But   think  of  this  maxim,  and  put  off  all  forrow, 
The  wretch  of  to-day,  may  be  happy  to-morrow. 
Chorus.  But  think  of  this  maxim,  &c.  [Exeunt  Omnes. 
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